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arare 
THE SEQUEL 

• Of 

THE MONASTEBY. 



CHAPTER I. 

D&mum fnancU--iankm fecit. 

JkXQtXXr itaOV EPITAPH, 

She keepit close the hous, and feirlit at the quhele. 

0AWAIH soueLis. 

y 

The time which passes over our heads so imper- 
ceptibly, makes the same gradual change in habits, 
manners, and character, as in personal appearance. 
At the revolution of every five years we find our- 
selves another, and yej the same*— there is a change 
of views, and no less of the light in which we regard 
them; a change of motives as well as of ajtioftg. 
Nearly twice that space had glided away of e^ %e 
head of Halbert Glendinning and his lady, betwixt 
the conclusion of that narrative in which they played 
a distinguished part and the commencement of the 
present* 

Two circumstances only had embittered their uni- 
on, which was otherwise as happy as mutual affec- 
tion could render it. The first of these was indeed 
the common calamity of Scotland, being the distract- 
ed state of that unhappy country, where every man's 
sword was directed against his neighbour's bosom. 
Glendinning had proved what Murray expected of 
him, a steady friend, strong in battle, and wise in 



4 THE ABBOT. 

, counsel, adhering to him from motives of gratitude, 
in situations wheje, -by bis own unbiassed wilt, he 
would either have stood neuter, or have joined the 
opposite party. Hence, when danger was near, and 
it was seldom far distant, Sir Halbert Glendinrimg, 

» for he now bore the rank of knighthood, was per- 
petually summoned to attend his patron on distant 
expeditions, or on perilous enterprises, or to assist 
him with his counsel in the doubtful intrigues of a 
half barbarous court. .He- was thus frequently, and 
for a long space, absent from bis castle and from his 
lady; and to this ground *& regret we must add, 
that their union had produced no children to occu- 
py the attention of the Lady of Avenel, while she was 
thus deprived of her husband's domestic society. 

On such occasions she lived almost entirely seclud- 
ed from the the world, within the walls of her pater- 
nal mansion. Visiting amongst neighbours was a 
matter entirely out of the question, unless on occa- 
sion of solemn festival, and then it was chiefly con* 
fined to near kindred. Of these the .Lady of Ave* 
nel had none who survived, and the dames of the 
neighbouring barons affected to regard her less as 
the heiress of the House of Avenel, than as the wife 
of a peasant, the son of a church -vassal, raised up to 
mushroom eminence by the capricious favour of 
Mun$y. 

This pride of ancestry, which rankled in the bo- 
som of the more ancient gentry , was more openly ex- 
pressed by their ladies, and was, moreover, embitter- 
ed not a little by the political feuds of the time, for 
most of the Southron chiefs were friends to the au- 
thority of the Queen, and very jealous of the power 
of Murray. The Castle *>f ^Avenel was, therefore, 
•n all these accounts, as melancholy and solitary a 
residence for its lady as could well be imagined. 
Still it- had the essential recommendation of great se- 
curity. The reader knows that the fortress was built 
upon an islet in a small lake, and was only accessible 
by a causeway, intersected by a double ditch, defend- 
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cd by two draw-bridges, so that without artillery, it 
might in these days be considered as impregnable. It 
was only necessary, therefore, to secure against sur- 
prise; and the service of six able men within the cas- 
tle was sufficient for that purpose. If more serious 
danger threatened, an ample garrison was supplied 
by the male inhabitants of a little hamlet, which, un- 
der the auspices of Halbert Glendinning, had arisen 
on a small piece of level ground, betwixt the lake and 
the hill, nearly adjoining to the spot where the cause- 
way joined the mainland. The hord of Avenel had 
found it an easy matter to get inhabitants, as he was 
not only a kind and beneficent over-lord, but well 
qualified, both by his experience in arms, his high 
character for wisdom and integrity, and his favour 
with the powerful Earl of Murray, to protect and 
defend those who dwelt under his banner. In leav- 
ing his castle for any length of time, he had, there- 
fore, the consolation to reflect, that this village af- 
forded, on the slightest notice, a band of thirty stout 
men, which was more than sufficient for its defence; 
while the families of the villagers, as was usual on 
such, occasions, fled to the recesses of the mountains, 
drove their cattle to the same places of shelter, and 
left the enemy to work their will on their miserable 
cottages. 

One guest only resided generally, if not constantly, 
at the castle , of Avenel. This was Henry Warden, 
who now felt himself less able to the stormy task im- 
posed on the reforming clergy; and having by his 
z,eal given personal offence to many of the leading no- 
bles and chiefs, did not consider himself as perfect- 
ly safe, unless when within the walls of the strong 
mansion of some assured friend. He ceased not, bow- 
ever, to serve his cause as eagerly with his pen, as 
he had formerly done with his tongue, and had en- 
gaged in a furious and acrimpnious contest, concern- 
ing the sacrifice of the mass, as it was termed, with 
the Abbot Eustatius., formerly the Sub-Prior ofKen- 
naquhair. Answers, replies, duplies, triplies, quadru- 

1* 
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plies, followed thick upon each other, and displayed 
as is not unusual in controversy, fully as much zeal 
as Christian charity. The disputation very soon be- 
came as celebrated as that of John Knox and the Ah* 
bot of Corseraguel, raged nearly as fiercely, and, for 
aught I know, the pieces to which it gave rise may 
be as precious in the eyes of bibliographers. But 
the engrossing nature of his occupation rendered the 
theologian not the most interesting companion fora 
solitary female; and his grave, stern, and absorbed 
deportment, which seldom showed any interest, ex* 
cept in that which concerned his religious profession, 
made his presence rather add to than diminish the 
gloom which hung over the Castle of Avenel. To 
superintend the tasks of her numerous female domes- 
tics, was the principal part of the Lady's daily em- 
ployment; her spindle and distaff, her Bible, and a 
solitary walk upon the battlements of the castle, or 
upon the causeway, or occasionally, but more seldom, 
upon the banks of the little lake, consumed the relt 
of the day. But so great was the insecurity of the 
period, that when she ventured to extend her walk 
beyond the hamlet, the warder on the watch-tower 
«was directed to keep a sharp out-look in every direc- 
tion, and four or five men held themselves in readi- 
ness to mount and sally forth from the village at the 
slightest appearance of alarm. 

Thus stood affairs at the Castle, when, after an . 
absence of several weeks, the Knight of Avenel, 
which was now the title most frequently given to Sir 
Halbert Glendinning, was daily expected to return 
home. Day after day, however, passed away, and he 
returned riot. Letters in those days were rarely writ- 
ten, and the knight must have resorted to a secretary 
to express his intentions in that mariner; besides, in- 
tercourse of all kinds was precarious and unsafe, and 
no man cared to give any public information of the 
time and direction of a journey, since it was always 
likely he might in that case meet with more enemies 
than friends upon the road. The precise day, there- 
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fore, of Sir Halhert's return was not fixed, but that 
which his lady's fond expectation had calculated 
upon in her own mind was long since passed, and 
hope delayed began to make the heart sick. 

It was upon the evening of a sultry summer's day, 
when the sun was half sunk behind the distant west- 
ern mountains of Liddesdale, that the Lady took her 
solitary walk on the battlements of a range of build- 
ings which formed the front of the castle, where a flat 
roof of flag. stones presented a broad and convenient 
promenade. The level surface of the lake, undis- 
turbed except by the occasional dipping of a teal-duck, 
or coot, was gilded with the beams of the setting lumi- 
nary, and reflected, as if in a golden mirror, the hills 
amongst which it lay embosomed. The scene, other- 
wise so lonely, was occasionally enlivened by the 
voices of the children of the village, which softened 
by distance, reached the ear of the Lady in her soli- 
tary walk, or by the distant call of the herdsman, as 
he guided his cattle from the glen in which they had 
pastured all day, to place them in greater security for 
the night, in the immediate vicinity of the village. 
The deep lowing of the cows seemed to demand the 
attendance of the milk maidens, who, singing shrilly 
and merrily, strolled forth, each with her pail on her 
head, to attend to the duty of the evening. The La- 
dy of Avenel looked and listened; the sounds which 
,ahe heard reminded her of former days, when her 
most important employment, as well as her greatest 
delight, was to assist Dame Glendinning and Tibb 
Tacket in milking the cows at Glendearg. The- 
thought was fraught with melancholy. 

** Why was I not," she said, ** the peasant girl 
which in all mensVeyes I seemed to be! Halbert and 
I had then spent our life peacefully in his native glen, 
undisturbed by the phantoms either of fear or of am- 
bition. His greatest pride had then been to show the 
fairest herd in the Halidome; his greatest danger to 
repel some pilfering snatcher from the Border: and 
the utmost distance which would have divided us, 
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would have been the chase of some out-lying deer. 
But alas! what avails the blood which H albert has 
shed, and the dangers which he encounters, to support 
a name and rank, dear to him because he has it from 
me, but which we shall never transmit to our posteri- 
ty! With me the name of Avenel must expire." 

She sighed as these reflections arose, and, looking 
towards the shore of the lake, her eye was attracted 
by a group of children of various ages, assemble*} to 
see a little ship, constructed by some village artist, 
perform its first voyage on the water. It w*s launch- 
ed amid the shouts of tiny voices and the clapping 
of little hands, and shot bravely forth on its voyage 
with a favouring wind, which promised to carry it to 
the other side of the lake. Some of the bigger boys 
ran round to receive and secure it on the farther 
shore, trying their speed against each other as they 
sprang like young fawns along the shingly verge of 
the lake. The rest, for whom such a journey seemed 
too arduous, remained watching the motions of the 
iairy vessel from the spot where it had been launched. 
The eight of their sports pressed on the mind pf the 
childless. Lady of AveneL 

" Why are none of these prattlers mine!" she con* 
tinued, pursuing the tenor of her melancholy reflec- 
tions. u Their parents can scarce find them in the 
coarsest food — and I, who could nurse them in plen? 
ty, I am doomed never to hear a child call me mo- 
ther!" 

The thought sunk on her heart with a bitterness 
which resembled envy, so deeply is the desire of 
offspring implanted in the female breast. She press? 
ed her hands together as if she was wringing them 
in the extremity of her desolate feeling, as one whom 
heaven had written childless. A large stag-hound 
of the greyhound species, approached at this moment, 
and, .attracted perhaps by the gesture, licked her 
hands and pressed his large head against them. He 
obtained the desired caress in return, but still the sad 
impression remained* 



. . THE ABBOT. 9 

i 

*" Wolf," she said, as if the animal could have un- 
derstood her complaints, ** thou art a noble and beau- 
tiful animal; but alas! the lo# and affection that I 
long to bestow, is of a quality higher than can fall to 
thy 'share, though I love thee much." 

And as if she were apologizing to Wolf for with- 
holding from htm any part of her regard, she caress- 
ed his proud head and crest, while looking in her 
eyes, he seemed to ask tier what she wanted, or what 
he could do to show his attachment* At this mo- 
ment a -shriek of distress was heard on the shore, 
from the playful group which had been lately so 
joviaU The Lady looked, and saw the cause with 
great afgony. 

The little ship, the object of the children's delight- 
ed attention, had struck among some tufts of the 
plant which bears the water-lily, that marked a little 
shoal in the lake about an arrow-flight from the 
shofe. A hardy little boy, who had taken the lead 
m the race round the margin of the lake, did not 
hesitate a moment to strip off his wylie-coat, plunge 
into the water, and swim towards the object of their 
common solicitude. The first movement of the La*dy 
wis to call for help; but she observed that the boy 
swam strongly and fearlessly, and as she saw that one 
or two villagers, who were distant spectators of the 
incident, seemed to give themselves no uneasiness 
on his account, she supposed that he was accustom- 
ed to the exercise, and that there was no danger. But 
whether, in swimming, the boy had struck his breast 
against a sunken rock, or whether he was suddenly 
taken with the cramp, or whether he had over calcu- 
lated has own strength, it so happened, that when he 
had disembarrassed the little play-thing from the 
flags in which it was entangled, and sent it forward 
on its course, he had scarce swam a few yards in his 
way to the shore, than he raised himself suddenly 
from the water and screamed aloud, clapping his 
hands at the same time with an expression of fear 
and pain. 
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Hie Lady of Avenei instantly taking the alarm, 
called hastily to the attendants to get? the boat ready. 
But this was an affair^f some time. The only boat 
permitted to be used on the lake was moored within 
the second cut which intersected the canal, and it 
was several minutes ere it could be unmoored and 
got under way. Meantime, the Lady of Avenei, 
with agonising anxiety, saw that the efforts which 
the poor boy made to keep himself afloat, were now 
exchanged for a faint struggling, which would soon 
have been over, but for aid equally prompt and im* 
hoped for. Wolf, who, like some of that large 
species of gray-hound, was a practised water «dog f 
had marked the -object of her anxiety, and quitting 
his mistress's side, had sought the nearest point from 
which he could with safely plunge into the lake. 
With the wonderful instinct which these noble ani- 
mals have sooftendisplayed in the like circumstances* 
be swam straight to the spot where his assistance 
was so much wanted, and seising the child's under- 
dress in his mouth, he not only kept him afloat, hot 
towed him towards the causeway. The boat having 
put* off with a couple of men, met the dog half-way 
and relieved him of his burden. They landed 6n 
the causeway, close by the entrance to the cattle, 
with their yet lifeless burden, and were met at the 
entrance of the gate by the Lady of A venei, attend- 
ed by one or two of her maidens, eagerly waiting to 
administer assistance to the sufferer. ,".' 

He was borne into the castle, deposited upon a bed, 
and every mode of recovery retorted to, which the 
knowledge of the times, and the skill of Henry War- 
den, who professed some medical knowledge* could 
dictate. For some time it was all in vain, and the 
Lady watched with unspeakable earnestness the pallid 
countenance of the beautiful child. He seemed 
about ten years old. His dress was of the meanest 
sort, but his long curled hair, and the noble cast of 
his features, partook not of that poverty of appear- 
ance. The proudest noble in Scotland might have 
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been yet prouder could he have called that child his 
heir. While, with breathless anxiety, the Lady of 
A vend gazed on his well- formed and expressive 
features, a slight shade of colour returned gradually 
to the cheek; suspended animation became restored 
by degrees, the child sighed deeply, opened his eyes, 
which to the human countenance produces the effect 
of light upon the natural landscape, stretched his 
arms towards the Lady, and muttered the word 
" Mother," that epithet of all others^ which is dear- 
est to the female ear. 

44 God, madam/' said the preacher* u has restor- 
ed the child to your wishes; it must he yours so to 
bring him up, that he may not one day wish that he 
had perished in his innocence." 
- u It shall be my charge," said the Lady* and again 
throwing her arms around the boy, she overwhelm- 
ed him wkh kisses and caresses, so much was she 
agitated by the terror arising from die danger in 
which he had been just placed, and by joy#at his un- 
expected, deliverance. 

"Bo* you are not my mother/' said the boy, col* 
fccting his rccottcction, wad endeavouring, though 
faintly, to escape from the caresses of the Lady of 
Avenelj u you are not my rtiother-^-alas! I have no 
ttiotber-**only I have dreamt that t had one." 

"J will l*ad the dream for you^ my love*" an* 
swered die Lady of Avenel; " and I will be myself 
your mother. -Surely God has heard my wishes, and, 
ha his own marvellous «vanner, hath sent me an ob- 
ject on which my aflfctions may expand tbemseivtes!" 
She looked towards Warden as she spoke. The 
preacher hesitated what he should reply to a bun* 
of passionate feeling, which, perhaps, seemed to hi* 
noore enthusiastic than the occasion demanded. In the 
meanwhile, the large ^tag-hound, Wolf, which) drop 
f>ing wet as be wks, had followed his mistress into 
the apartment, and had sat by the bed-side * patient 
and quiet spectator of all the fineans used for reams* 
citation of the b«Og Whom hte had preserved* mow 
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became impatient of remaining any longer unnoticed, 
and began to whine and fawn upon the Lady with his 
great rough paws. 

" Yes," she said, u good Wolf, and you shall be 
Iremembered also for your day's work; and I will 
think the more of you for having preserved the life 
of a creature so beautiful," 

But Wolf was not quite satisfied with the share 
of attention which he thus attracted; he persisted in 
whining and pawing upon his mistress, his caresses 
being rendered still more troublesome by his long 
shaggy hair being so much and thoroughly wetted, till 
she desired one of the domestics, with whom he was 
familiar, tQ call the animal out of the apartment* 
Wolf resisted every invitation to this purpose, until 
his mistress positively commanded him to begone, in 
an angry tone; when, turning towards the bed on. 
which the boy still lay, half awake to sensation, half 
drowned in the meanders of a fluctuating delirium, 
he uttered a deep and savage growl, curled up his 
nose and lips, showing his full range of white and 
sharpened teeth, which might have matched those 
of an actual wolf, land then turning round, sullenly 
followed the domestic out of the apartment* 

u It is singular," said the Lady, addressing War- 
den; ** the animal is. not only so good-natured to all, 
but so particularly fond of children. What can ail 
him at the little fellow whose life he has saved?" 

u Dogs/* replied the preacher, **• are but too like 
the human race in their foibles^though their instinct 
be less erring than the reason%f poor mortal man 
when relying upon his own unassisted powers* 
Jealousy, my good lady, is a passion not unknown to 
them, and they often evince it, not only with respect 
to the preferences which they see given by theif 
masters to individuals of their own species, but even 
when their rivals are children. You have caressed 
that child mu< h and eagerly, and the dog considers 
himself as a discarded favourite." 

44 It is a strange instinct;" said the lady," and from 
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the gravity with whkh you mention it, my reverend 
friend, I would almost say that jiTifnif pirrt ilfcjl jim ~ 
singular jealousy of my favourite Wolf, Uras not only 
well-founded, but justifiable. But perhaps y«u speak 
in jest." 

44 1 seldom jest/' answered the preacher; " life w$s 
not lent to us to be expended in that idle giirth 
which resembles the crackling of thorns under the 
pot. I would only have you derive, if it 90 pleasjr 
you, this lesson from what I have sa*4, that the best 
of our feelings, when indulged to excess, may give 
pain to others. There is but one in which we may „_> 
indulge to the utmost limit of vehemence £* whict 
our bosom is capable, secure that excels can not exist 
in the greatest intensity to whfch it can be excited-— 
I mean the love of our Maker.'* ~~ 

44 Surely," said the lady of Avenel, " we are com- 
manded by the same authority to love our neigh- 
hour!" 

44 Ay, madam," said Warden, 4i but our love to 
Qod is to be unbounded— wg. are to love him with 
bur whole heart, our whole soul, and our whole 
strength* The love which the precept commands us 
to bear to our neighbour, has affixed to it a direct 
limit and qualification — we are to Jove our neighbour 
as ourself; as it is elsewhere explained by the great 
commandment, that we do unto him as we would 
that he did unto us. Here, there is a limit, and a 
bound, even to the mbst praiseworthy of our affec- 
tions, so far as they are turned upon sublunary and 
terrestrial objects. gj^Ve are to render to our neigh- 
bour, whatever be TJia rank or degree, that corres- 
ponding portion ,of affection with which we could 
rationally expect we should ourselves be regarded by 
those standing in the same degree of relation to U 
Hence, neither husband nor wife, neither son 1 
daughter, neither friend nor relation* are Iawfully*to 
be made the objects of our idolatry. The Lord oofc 
God^B a. jealb'us God, and will not endure that Ave^ 
bes«« C4i the creature , that extremity of devotion 
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which He who made us demands as his own share* 
, I siy to you, l^y, that even in the fairest and purest, 
and most honourable feelings of our own nature, 
there is that original taint of sin which ought to 
make us pause and hesitate ere we indulge them to 
excess. — 

44 I understand not this, reverend sir," said the la- 
dy; u nor do I guess what I can have now said or 
done to draw down on me an admonition which has 
something a taste of reproof." 

" Lady," said Warden, u I crave your pardon, if 
J have urged aught beyond the limits of my duty. 
But consider, whether in the sacred promise to be 
not only a protectress, but a mother to this poor child, 
your purpose may meet the wishes of the noble 
knight your husband*. The fondness which yon have 
lavished on the unfortunate, and, I own most lovely 
child, has met something like a reproof in the bear- 
ing of your househoid-dog. — Displease not your no- 
* ble husband. Men, as well as animals 1 are jealous of 
the affections of those they love." 
. "This is too much, reverend sir," said the Lady of 
Avenel, greatly offended. " You have been long our 
guest, and have received from the Knight of Avenel 
and myself that honour and regard which your cha- 
racter and profession so justly demand. But I am 
yet to learn that I have at any time authorized your 
interference in our family arrangements, or placed you 
as a judge of our conduct towards each other. I 
pray this may be forborne in future.'* - 

44 Lady," replied the preachy with the boldness 
peculiar to the clergy of his persuasion at that time, 
u when you weary of my admonitions — when I see 
that my services are no longer acceptable to you, and 
^the noble knight your husband, I shall know that my 
•"Master wills me no longer to abide here; and pray- 
ing for a continuance of his best blessings on your 
family, I will then, were the season the depth of win- 
ter, and the hour midnight, walk out on yonder 
waste % and travel forth through these waste inoun- 
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tains/as lonely and unaided, though far more help- 
less than when I first met with your husband in the 
valley of Glendearg. But while I remain here, I will 
not see you err from the true path, no, not an hair's- 
breadth, without making the old man's voice and re- 
monstrance Ji ear d» ,v 

44 Nay, but," said the lady, who both loved and re- 
spected the good man, though sometimes a little of- 
fended at what she conceived to be an exuberant de- 
gree of zeal, a we will not part this way, my good 
mend. Women are quick and hasty in their feel- 
ings; but believe me, my wishes and my purposes to-* 
wards this child are such as both my husband and you 
will approve of." The clergyman bowed, and retreat- 
ed to his own apartment* 



CHAPTER II. 

How steadfastly be fix'd his looks on me— 
His dark eyes shining through forgotten tears- 
Then stretch'd hie little arms and call'd me mother! 
What could I do? I took the bantling home— 
1 could not teH the imp he had no mother. 

COUNT BASIL. 

When Warden had left the apartment, thf Lady of 
Avenel gave way to the feelings of tenderness which 
the sight of the boy, his sudden danger, and his re- 
cent escape, had inspired; and no longer awed by the 
sternness, as she deemed it, of the preacher, heaped 
with caresses the lovely and interesting child. He 
was now, in some measure, recovered from the con* 
sequences of his accident, and received passively 
though not without wonder, the tokens of kindness 
with which he was thus loaded. The face of the la- 
dy was strange to him, and her dress different aqd 
far more sumptuous than any he remembered. But 
the boy was naturally of an undaunted temper; and 
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Indeed children are generally acute physiognomists, 
and not only pleased by that which is beautiful in it- 
self, but peculiarly acute in distinguishing and reply- 
ing to the attentions of those who really love them* 
If they see a person in company, though a perfect 
stranger who is by nature fond of children, the little 
imps seem to discover it by a sort of free-masonry, 
while the awkward attempts of those who make ad- 
vances to them for the purpose of recommending 
themselves to the parents, usually fail in attracting 
their reciprocal attention. The little boy, therefore, 
appeared in some degree sensible of the lady's caresses, 
and it was with difficulty she withdrew herself from 
his pillow, to afford him leisure for necessary repose. 

a To whom belongs our little rescued varlet?" was 
the first question which the Lady of Avenel put to 
her hand- maiden Lilias, when they had retired to the 
hall. 

" To an old woman in the hamlet," said Lilias; 
a who is even now come so far as the porter's lodge 
to inquire concering his safety. Is it your pleasure 
that she be admitted?" 

u Is it my pleasure?" said the Lady of Avenfel, 
echoing the question with a strong accent of displea- 
sure and surprise; " can you make any doubt of it? 
What woman but must pity the agony of the mother, 
whose heart is throbbing for the. safety of a child 
so lovely* 

" Nay, but, madam," said Lilias, " this woman is 
too old ta be the mother of the child; I rather think 
she must be his grand-mother, 6r some more distant 
relation." • 

u Be she who she will, Lilias," replied the Lady, 
" she must have a sore heart while the safety of a 
creature so lovely is uncertain. Go instantly and 
bring her hither/ Besides, I would willingly learn 
something concerning his birth." 

Lilias left the hall, and presently afterwards re- 
turned, ushering in a tall female, very poorly dressed, 
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yet with more pretension to decency and cleanliness 
than was usually combined with such coarse garments* 
The Lady of Avenel knew her figure the instant she 
presented herself. It was "the fashion of the family 
that upon every Sabbath, and on two evenings in the 
week besides, Henry Warden jpreached or lectured 
in the chapel of the Castle. The extension of the 
Protestant faith was upon principle, as well as in good 
policy, a primary object with the Knight of Avenel. 
The inhabitants of the village were therefore invited 
to attend upon the instructions of Henry Warden, 
and many of them were speedily won to the doctrine 
which their master and protector approved. These 
sermons, homilies, and lectures, had made a great 
impression on the mind of the Abbot Eustace, or Eu- 
statius, and were a sufficient spur to the severity and 
sharpness of his controversy with his old fellow- col- 
legiate, and he more than once threatened to levy his 
vassals, tin d assail and level with the earth that strong 
hold of heresy, the Castle of Avenel. But not- 
withstanding his impotent resentment, and notwith- 
standing also the disinclination of the country to fa- 
vour the new religion, Henry Warden proceeded with- 
out remission in his labours, and made weekly con- 
verts from the faith of Rome to that of the reformed 
church. Amongst those who gave most earnest and 
constant attendance on his. ministry, was the aged 
woman, whose form, too tall, and otherwise too re- 
markable to be forgotten, the lady had of late remarked 
frequently as being conspicuous amongst the little au- 
dience. . She had indeed more than once desired to 
know who that stately -looking woman was, whose ap- 
pearance was so much above the poverty of her vest- 
ments. But the reply had always been, that she was 
an English woman, who was tarrying for a season 
at the hamlet, and that no one knew more concern- 
ing her. She now asked her after her name and 
birth. 

u Magdalen Graeme is my name," said the woman; 
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tf I come of the Graemes of Heathergill, in Nicoi-for- 
est, a people of ancient blood." 

" And what make, you," continued the lady, " so 
far distant from your home? 9 ' 

41 I have no home," said Magdalen Graeme, " it 
was burnt by your Border-riders— my husband and 
my son were slain — there is not a drop's blood left 
in the veins of any one which is of kin to mine." 

44 That is no uncommon fate in these wild times, 
and in this unsettled land," said the lady; " the En- 
glish hands have been as deeply dyed in our blood as 
ever those of Scotsmen have been in yours." 

44 You have a right to say it, Lady," . answered 
Magdalen Graeme; u for men tell me of a time when 
this Castle was not strong enough to save your fa- 
ther's life, or to afford your mother and her infant a 
place of refuge.— And why ask ye me, then, where- 
fore I dwell not in mine own home, and with my own 
people?" 

44 It was indeed an idle question, where misery so 
'often makes wanderers; but wherefore take refuge in 
a hostile country?" 

44 My neighbours were Popish and mass-mongers," 
said the old woman; u It has pleased Heaven to give 
me a clearer sight of the gospel, and I have tarried 
here to enjoy the ministry of that worthy man, Hen- 
ry Warden, who to the praise and comfort of many, 
teacheth the Evangel in truth and in sincerity." 

44 Are^'ou poor?" again demanded the Lady of 
Avenel. / . 

44 You hear me ask alms of no one," answered the 
Englishwoman* 

Here there was a pause. The manner of the woman 
was, if not disrespectful, at least much less than gra- 
cious; and she appeared to give no encouragement 
to farrher communication. The lady of Ayenel re- 
newed the conversation on a different topic. 

44 You have heard of the danger in which your boy 
has been placed?" 

14 I have, lady, and how by an especial providence 
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he was rescued from death* May Heaven make him 
thankful, and me!" 

44 What relation do you bear to him?" . 
\ "I am his grandmother, lady, if it so please you; 
the only relation he hath left upon earth to take charge 
of him." 

44 The burthen of his maintenance must necessari- 
ly be grievous to you in your deserted situation," 
pursued the lady. 

44 1 have complained of it to no one," said Mag- 
dalen Graeme, with the same unmoved, dry and un- 
concerned tone of voice in which she had answered 
all the former questions. 

44 If," said the Lady of Avenei, 44 your grandchild 
could be received into a noble family, would it not 
advantage both him and you?" 

44 Received into a noble family!" said the old wo- 
man, drawing herself up, and bending her brows un-, 
til her forehead was wrinkled into a irown of unu- 
sual severity; ** and for what purpose, I pray you? — 
to be my lady's page or my lord's jack man, to eat bro- 
ken victuals and contend with other menials for the 
remnants of the master's meal? Would you have him 
to fan the flies from my lady's face while she sleeps, to 
carry her train while she walks, to hand Her trencher 
when she feeds, to ride before her on horseback, to 
walk after her on foot, to sing when she lists* and 
to be silent when she bids?*— a very weathercock, 
which, though furnished in appearance with wings 
and plumage, can not soar into the air — can not fly 
from the spot where it is perched, but receives all its 
impulses, and performs ail its revolutions, obedient 
to the changeful breath of a vain woman? When the 
eagle of Helvellyn perches on the tower of Laner- 
cost, and turns and changes to show how the wind 
sits, Roland Graeme shall be what you would make 
him." 

The woman spoke with a rapidity and vehemence 
which seemed to have in.it a touch of insanity; and 
a sudden sense of the danger to which the child must 
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necessarily be exposed in the charge of such a keep- 
er, increased the lady's desire to keep him in the 
castle if possible* 

" You mistake me, dame," she said, addressing 
the old woman in a soothing manner; u I do not wish 
your boy to be in attendance on myself, but upon the 
good knight, my husband. Were he himself the son 
of a belted earl, he could not better be trained to 
arms, and all that befits a gentleman, than by the in- 
structions and discipline of Sir Halbert Glendinning. 

u Ay," answered the old woman in the same style 
of bitter irony, " I know the wages of that service; 
—a curse when the cprslet is not sufficiently bright- 
ened,-— a blow when the girth is not tightly drawn, 
— to be beaten because the hounds are at fault,— to 
be reviled because the foray is unsuccessful, — to stain 
his hands, for the master's bidding, in the blood alike 
of beast and of man, — to be a butcher of harmless 
deer, a murderer and defacer of God's own image, 
not at his own pleasure, but at that of his lord; to 
live a brawling ruffian, and a common stabber,— ex* 
posed to heat, to cold, to want of food, to all the pri- 
vations of an anchoret, not for the love of God, but 
for the service of Satan, to die by the gibbet, or in 
some obscure skirmish, — -to sleep out his life in car- 
nal security, and to awake in the eternal fire, which 
is never quenched." 

44 Nay, 1 ' said the Lady of Avenel, t4 but to such 
unhallowed course of life your grandson will not be 
here exposed. My husband is just and kind to those 
who live urider his banner; and you yourself well 
know, that youth have here a strict as well as a good 
preceptor in the person of our chaplain.' 1 

The old woman appeared to pause. 

4k You have named," she said, ** the only circum- 
stance which can move me. I must soon onward, 
the vision has said it— I must not tarry in the same 
spot— I must on — I'must on, it is my weird. Swear, 
then, that you will protect the boy, as if he were your 
own, until I return hither and claim him, and I will 
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consent for a space to part with him. But especial- 
ly swear, he shall not lack the instruction of the god- 
ly man who hath placed the gospel-truth, high above 
these idolatrous shavelings, the monks and friars." 

" Be satisfied, dame, 1 ' said the Lady of Avenel; 
" the boy shall have as much care as if he were born 
of my own blood. Will you see him now?" 

u No," answered the old woman, sternly; " to part 
is enough. I go forth on my own mission. I will not 
soften my heart by useless tears and waitings as one 
that is not called to a duty." 

u Will you not accept of something to aid you in 
your pilgrimage?" said the £ady of Avenel, putting 
into her hand two crowns of the sun. The old wo* 
man filing them down on the table. 

*' Am I of the race of Cain," she said, " proud 
lady, that you offer me gold in exchange for my own 
flesh and blood?" N 

u I had no such meaning^" said the lady, gently* 
" nor am I the proud woman you term me. Alas! 
my own fortunes might have taught me humility, 
even had it not been born with me." 

The old woman seemed somewhat to relax her 
tone of severity. 

" You are of gentle blood," she said " else we had 
not parleyed thus long together.— - You are of gentle 
blood, and to such," she added, drawing up her tall 
form as she spoke, '* pride is as graceful as is the 
plume upon the bonnet* But, for these pieces of 
gold, lady, you must needs resume them. I need 
not money. I am well provided; and I may not care 
for myself, nor think how, or by whom, I shall be 
sustained. Farewell, and keep your word. Cause 
your gates to be opened, and your bridges to be low* 
ered. I will set forward this very night. When I 
come again I will demand from you a strict account, 
for I have left with you the jewel of my life! Sleep 
will visit me but in snatches, food will not refresh 
me, rest will not restore my strength, until I see 
.Roland Graeme. Once more, farewell," ; 
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" Make your obeisance, dame," said Lilias to 
Magdalen Graeme, as she retired) u make your obei- 
sance to her ladyship, and thank her for her goodness, 
as is but fitting and right/ 1 

The old woman turned short round on the officious 
waiting-maid. u J-et her make her obeisance to me 
then, and I will return it. Why should I bend to 
her— is it because her kirtle is of silk, and mine of 
blue lockeram?— - Go to, my lady's waiting-woman. 
Know that the rank of the man rates that of the wife, 
and that she who marries a churl's son, were -she a 
king's daughter, is but a peasant's bride." 

Lilias was about to reply in great indignation, but 
her mistress imposed silence on her, and command- 
ed that the old woman should be safely conducted to 
the mainland. 

" Conduct her safe!" exclamed the incensed wait- 
ing-woman, while Magdalen Graeme left the apart- 
ftient; " I say, duck her in the loch, and then we will 
see whether she is witch or not, as every body in the 
village of Lochside will say and swear. I marvel 
your ladyship could bear so long with her insolence." 
But the commands of the lady were obeyed, and the 
old dame dismissed from the castle, was committed 
to her fortune. She kept her word, and did not 
long abide in that place, leaving the hamlet on the 
very night succeeding the interview, and wandering 
no one asked whither. The Lady of Avenel inquir- 
ed under what circumstances she had appeared among 
them, but could only learn that she was believed to 
be the widow of some man of consequence among 
the Graemes- who then inhabited the Debatable Land, 
a name given to a certain portion of territory which 
was the frequent subject of dispute betwixt Scotland 
and England—- that she had suffered great wrong in 
some of the frequent forays by which that unfortu- 
nate district was wasted, and had been driven from 
her dwelling place. She had arrived in the hamlet 
no one knew for what purpose, and was held by some 
to be a witch, by others a Catholic devotee. Her 



y 



THE ABBOT. 23 

language was mysterious, and her manners repulsive: 
and all that could be collected from her conversation 
seemed to imply that she was under the influence 
either of a spell or of a vow— there was no saying 
which,— since she talked as one who acted under a 
powerful and external agency. 

Such were the particulars which the lady's inqui* 
ries were abje to collect concerning Magdalen 
Graeme, being far too meagre to authorize any satis- •. 
factory deduction. In truth, the miseries of the time, 
and the various tuhis of fate, incidental to a frontier 
country, were perpetually chasing from their habita- 
tions those who had not the means of defence or pro- 
tection. These wanderers in the land were toO often 
*een, to Excite much attention or sympathy. . They 
received the cold relief which was extorted by gene- 
ral feelings of humanity; a little excited in some 
breasts, and perhaps rather chilled ia others by the 
recollection that they who gave the charity to-dai 
might themselves want it to-morrow. Magdalen ♦ 
Graeme, therefore came and departed like a sjiadpw 
from tHeHneighbourhood of A venel Castle. ** 

The boy whom Providence, as she thought, had thus 
strangely placed under her care, was at once estab- 
lished a favourite with the Lady of the Castle. How 
could it be otherwise! He-became the object of those- 
affectionate feelings, which finding formerly no ob- 
ject on which to expand themselves, had increased 
the gloom of the Castle, and embittered the solitude 
of its mistress. To teach him as far as her skill went, 
to attend to his childish comforts, to watch his boy- 
ish sports, became the lady's favourite amusement. 
In her circumstances, where the ear only heard the 
lowing of the cattle from the distant hills, or the hea- 
vy step of the warder, as he walked upon his post, or 
the half envied laugh of her maiden as she turned 
her wheel, the appearance of the blooming and beau- 
tiful boy gave an interest which can hardly be con- 
ceived by thos*who live amid gayer or busier scenes. 
Young Roland was to the Lady of A venel what the 
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flower, which occupies the window of some solitary 
captive, is to the poor wight by whom it is nursed and 
cultivated,— something which at once excited and re- 
paid her care; and in giving the boy her affections, 
she felt, as it were, grateful to him for releasing her 
from the state of dull apathy in which she had usu- 
ally found herself during the absence of Sir Halbert 
Glendinning. 

But even the charms of this blooming favourite 
were unable to chase the recurring apprehensions 
which arose from her husband's delayed return. 
Soon after Roland Graeme became a resident at the 
Castle, a groom despatched by Sir Halbert, brought 
tidings that business of importance still delayed the 
knight at the court of Holy rood. The more distant 
period which the messenger had assigned for his -mas- 
ter's arrival at length glided away, summer melted 
into autumn, and autumn was about to give place to 
printer, and yet he came not. 
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CHAPTER III. 

The wining harvest-moon shone broad and bright, 
The warder's horn was heard at dead of night, 
And while the folding portals wide were flung, 
With trampling hoofs the rocky pavement rung* 

u And you too would be a soldier, Roland?" said 
the Lady of Avenel to her young charge, while seat- 
ed on a stone chair at one end of the battlements, she 
saw the boy attempt, with a long stick, to mimic the 
motions of the warder, as he alternately shouldered 
or ported, or sloped pike. 

a Yes, lady," said the boy, for he was now fami- 
liar, and replied to her questions with readiness and 
alacrity, u a soldier will I be; for there ne'er was 
gentleman but who belted him with the brand-' • 
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' u Xhou a gentleman!" said Lilias, who, as usual, 
was in attendance; " such a gentleman as I would 
make of a bean-cod with a rusty knife." 

u Nay, chide him not, Lilias," said the Lady of 
Avenei, " for, beshrew me., but I think be comes of 
gentle blood- — see how it musters in his face at your 
injurious reproof." 

u Had I my will, madam," answered Lilias, -<» a 
good birchen wand should make his colour muster to 
better purpose still." 

" On my word, Lilias*" said the lady, " one would 
think you had received harm from the poor boy — or 
is be so far on the frosty side of your favour because 
he enjoys the sunny side of mine?" 

" Over heavens forbode, my lady," answered Li- 
lias; u I have lived too long with gentles, I praise 
nay stars for it, to fight with either follies or fantasies, 
whether they relate to beast, bird, or boy." 

Lilias was a favourite in her own class, a spoiled 
domestic, who was often accustomed to take more 
license than her mistress was at ail times willing to 
encourage. But what did not please the Lady of 
Avenel, she did not choose to hear, and thus it was 
on the presentoccasion. She resolved to look more 
close and sharply after the boy, who had hitherto 
been committed chiefly to the management of Li- 
lias. He must, she thought, be born of gentle blood; 
it were shame to think otherwise of a form so noble, 
and features so faf r* The very wildness in which he 
occasionally indulged, his contempt of danger, and 
impatience of restraint, had in them something noble. 
Assuredly the child was born of high rank; such was 
her conclusion, and she acted upon it accordingly. 
The domestics around her,less jealous, or less scrupu- 
lous than Lilias, acted as servants usually do, follow- 
ing the bias, and flattering, for their own purposes, 
the humour of the lady; and the boy soop took on 
him those airs of superiority, which the sight of ha- 
bitual deference seldom fails to inspire. It seemed, 
it* truth, as if to command were his natural sphere, 
• VO&&I. 3 
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ao easily did he use himself to exact and receive 
compliance with his humours. The chaplain, indeed, 
might have interposed to check the air of superiority 
which Roland Graeme so readily indulged, and most 
probably would have willingly rendered him that 
favour; but the necessity of adjusting with his bre- 
thren some disputed points of church discipline, had 
withdrawn him for some time from the Castle, and 
detained him in a distant part of the kingdom. 

Matters stood thus in the Castle of Aveuel, when 
a winded bugle sent its shrill and prolonged notes 
from the shore of the lake, and was replied to cheerily 
by the signal of the warder. The Lady of Avenel 
knew the sounds of her husband, and rushed to the 
window of the apartment in which she was sitting. 
A band of about thirty spearmen, with a pennon dis- 
played before them, winded along the indented 
shores of the lake, and approached the causepay. A 
single horseman rode at the head of the party, hid 
bright arms catching a glance of the October sun as 
he moved steadily along. Even at that distance, the 
lady recognised the lofty plume, bearing the mingled 
colours of her own liveries, blended with the holly- 
branch; and the firm seat and dignified demeanour 
of the rider, joined to the stately motion of the dark- 
brown steed, sufficiently announced Halbert Glen-* 
dinning. 

The lady's first thought was that of rapturous joy 
at her husband's return— her secoftd was connected 
with a fear which had sometimes intruded itself, that 
he might not altogether approve the peculiar dis- 
tinction with which she had treated her orphan 
ward. In this fear there was implied a conscious- 
ness, that the favour she had shown him was exces- 
sive; for Halbert Glendtnning was at least as gentle 
and indulgent, as he was firm and rational in the in- 
tercourse of his household; and to her, in particular, 
his conduct had ever been most affectionately tender. 

Yet she did fear, that, on the present occasion, her 
conduct might incur Sir Halbert's censure; and, 
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hastily resolving that she would not mention the 
anecdote of the boy until the next day v she ordered 
him to be withdrawn from (he apartment by Lilias* 

" I will not go with Lilias, madam," answered the 
spoiled child,, who had more than once carried his 
point by perse verance v and who, like his betters, de- 
lighted in the exercise of such authority ,*-* u I will 
not go to Liiias's gousty room— L will stay and see 
that brave warrior who comes riding so gallantly 
along thetlrawbridge." 

u You must not stay, Roland," said the lady, 
more positively than she usually spoke to her little 
favourite. 

44 1 will;" reiterated the boy, wha-had already felt 
his consequence, and the probable chance of success. 
- M You will? Roland!" answered the lady, u what 
manner of word is that? I tell you, you must go." 

44 Will" answered the forward boy, '" is, a word 
for a roan, and must is no word for a lady." 

*♦ You are saucy, sirrah," said the lady,—* 4 Lilias, 
take him with you instantly." 

I always thought," said Lilias, smiling, as she 
seized the reluctant boy by the arm, 44 that my 
young master must give place to my old one." 

44 And you, too, are malapert, mistress," said the 
lady; 44 hath the moon changed, that ye all of you 
thus forget yourselves?" 

Lilias made no reply, but led off the boy, who, too 
proud to offer unavailing resistance, darted at his 
benefactress a glance, which intimated plainly how 
willingly he would have defied her authority had he 
possessed the power to make good his point. 

The Lady of A venel was vexed to find how much 
this trifling circumstance had discomposed her, at 
the moment when she ought naturally to have been 
entirely engrossed by her husband's return. But we 
do not repover composure by the mere feeling that 
agitation is mistimed. The glow of displeasure had 
not left the lady's cheek, her ruffled deportrAent was 
not yet entirely composed, when her husband, un- 
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helmeted, but still wearing the rest of his arms, en- 
tered the apartment. His appearance banished the 
thoughts of every thing else; she rushed to him, 
cl&sped his iron-sheathed frame in her arms, and 
kissed his martial and manly face with an affection 
which was at once evident and sincere. The warrior 
returned her embrace and her caress with the same 
fondness; for the time which had passed since their 
union had diminished its romantic ardour, perhaps, 
but had rather increased its rational tenderness, and 
Sir Halbert Glendinning's long and frequent absences 
from bis castle had prevented affection from dege- 
nerating into indifference. 

When the first eager greetings were paid and re- 
ceived, the lady gazed fondly on her husband's face 
as she remarked, 

" You are altered. Halbert — you have ridden hard 
and far to day, or you have been ill." 

" I have been well, Mary," answered the knight, 
" passing well have I been; and a long ride is to me, 
thou well knowest, but a thing of constant custom* 
Those who are born noble may slumber out their 
lives within the walls of their castles and manor- 
houses; but he who hath achieved nobility by his 
own deeds must ever be in the saddle, to show that 
he merits his advancement." 

While he spoke thus, the lady gazed fondly on 
him, as if endeavouring to read his inmost soul; for 
the tone in which he spoke was that of melancholy 
depression. 

Sir Halbert Glendinning was the same, yet a dif- 
ferent person from what he had appeared in his early 
years. The fiery freedom of the aspiring youth had 
given place to the steady and stern composure of the 
approved soldier and skilful politician. There were 
deep traces of care on those noble features, over 
which each emotion used formerly to pass, like light 
clouds across a summer sky. That sky was now, 
not perhaps clouded, but still and grave, like that of 
the sober autumn evening. The forehead was high- 
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er and more bare thah^in early youth, and the locks 
which still clustered thick and dark on the warrior's 
head, were worn away at the temples, not by age, but 
by the constant pressure of the steel cap, or helmet. 
His beard, according taihe fashion of the times, grew 
short and thick, and was turned into mustachios on 
the upper lip, and peaked at the extremity, The 
cheek weather-beaten and embrowned, had lost the 
glow of youth, but showed the vigorous complexion 
of active and confirmed manhood. Halbert Glen* 
dinning was, in a word, a knight to ride at a king's 
right hand, to bear his banner in war, and to be his 
counsellor in time of peace; for his looks expressed 
the considerate firmness which can resolve wisely 
and dare boldly. Still, over these noble features, 
there now spread an air of dejection, of which, per- 
haps, the owner was not conscioqs, but which did 
not escape the observation of his anxious and affec- 
tionate partner. 

"Something has happened, or is about to happen," 
said the Lady of Avenel; " this sadness sits not on 
your brow without pause— ^misfortune, national or 
particular, must needs be at hand." 

Ct There is nothing new that I wot of," said Hal- 
bert Glendinning; u but there is little of evil which 
can befall a kingdom which may not be apprehended 
in this unhappy and divided realm." 

u Nay, then," said the lady, " I see there hath 
really been some fatal work on foot. My Lord of 
Murray has not so long detained you at Holy rood, 
save that he wanted your help in some weighty pur- 
pose." 

" I have not been at Holyrood, Mary," answered 
the knight; u I have been several weeks abroad." 

".. Abroad! and sent me no word?" replied the 

lady. 

i " What would the knowledge have availed, but to 

have rendered you unhappy, my love," replied the 

knight; "your, thoughts would have converted the 

3* 
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slightest breeze that curled yopr own lake, into a 
tempest raging in the German ocean/' 

44 And have you then really crossed the sea?" said 
the lady, to whom that idea conveyed notions of ter- 
ror and of wonder; "really left your own native land, 
and trodden distant shores, where the Scottish tongue 
is unheard and unknown?" 

44 Really, and really," said the knight, taking her 
hand in affectionate playfulness, " I have done this 
marvellous deed —have roiled on the ocean for three 
days and three nights, with the deep green waves 
dashing by the side of my pillow, and but a thin 
plank to divide me from it," 

44 Indeed, my Halbert," said the lady, " that was 
a tempting of Divine Providence. I never bade you 
unbuckle the sword from your side, or lay the lance 
from your hand— I never bade you sit when your ho- 
nour called to rise; but are not blade and spear dan- 
gerous enough to one man's life, and why would you 
trust rough waves and raging seas?" 

44 We have in Germany, and in the Low Coun- 
tries, as they are called," answered Glendinning, 
44 men who are united with us in faith, and with 
whom it is fitting we should unite in alliance* To 
some of these I was despatched on business as im- 
portant as it was secret. I went in safety, and I re- 
turned in security; there is more danger to a man's 
life betwixt this and Holy rood, than are in all the 
seas that wash the low-lands of Holland." 

u And the country, my Halbert, and the people," 
said the lady, " are they like our kindly Scots, or 
what bearing have they to strangers?" 

44 They area people, Mary, strong in their wealth, 
which renders all other nations weak, and weak in 
those art§ of war by which other nations are strong," 
- " I do not understand you," said the lady. 

44 The Hollander and the Fleming, Mary, pour 
forth their spirit in trade, and not in war; their 
wealth purchases them the arms of foreign soldiers, 
by whose aid they defend it. They erect dykes on 
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the sea-shore to protect the land which they have 
won, and they levy regiments of the stubborn Swie- 
zers and hardy Germans, to protect the treasures 
which they have amassed. And thus they are strong 
in their weakness; for the very wealth which tempts 
their masters to despoil them, arms strangers in their 
behalf." 

* The slothful hinds!" exclaimed Mary, thinking 
and feeling Hke a Scotswoman of the period; %w have 
they hand, and fight not for the land which bore 
them? They should be notched off at the elbow." 

u Nay, that were but hard justice," answered her 
husband, ^ for their hands serve their country, though 
not in battle, like ours. Look at these barren hilts, 
Mary, and at that deep winding vale by which the 
cattle are even now returning from their scanty 
browse. The hand of the industrious Fleming would 
cover these mountains with wood, and raise corn 
where we now see a starved and scanty sward of 
heath* and ling. It grieves me, Mary, when I look 
on that land, and think what benefit it might receive 
from such men as I have lately seen— men who seek 
not the idle fame derived from dead ancestors, or the 
bloody renown won in modern broils, but tread along 
the land as preservers and improvers, not as tyrants 
and destroyers." 

44 These amendments Would be but a vain fancy, 
my Halbert,*' answered the Lady of Avenel; " the 
trees would be burned by the English foe man, ere 
they ceased to be shrubs, and the grain that you rais- 
ed would be gathered in by the 6rst neighbour that 
possessed more riders than follow your train. Why 
should you repine at this? The fate that made you 
Scotsman by birth, gave you head, and heart, and 
hand, to uphold the name as it must needs be up- 
held." 

" It gave me no name to uphold^" said Halbert pa- 
cing the floor slowly; " my arm has been foremost in 
every strife— my voice has been heard in every coun- 
cil, nor have the wisest rebuked me. The crafty 
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Lethingtou, the deep and dark Morton have held se- 
cret council with me, and Grange and Lindsay have 
owned, that in the field I did the devoir of a gallant 
knight*— but let the emergence be passed when they 
need ray head and hand, and they only know me as 
the son of the obscure potti oner of Glendearg." 

This was a theme which the lady always dreaded, 
for the rank conferred on her husband, the favour in 
which he was held by the powerful Earl of Murray, 
and the high talents by which he vindicated his right 
to that rank and that favour, were qualities which 
rather increased than diminished the envy which was 
harboured against Sir Haibert Glendinniog, as a per- 
son originally of inferior and obscure birth, who had 
risen to his present eminence solely by his personal 
merit. The natural firmness of his mind did not ena- 
ble him to despise the ideal advantages of a high pe- 
digree, which were heldin such universal esteem by 
ail with whom he conversed: and so open are the no- 
blest minds to jealous inconsistencies, that there were 
moments in which he felt mortified that his lady 
should possess those advantages of birth and high de- 
scent which he himself did not enjoy, and regretted 
that his importance as the proprietor of Avenel was 
qualified by his possessing it only as the husband of 
the heiress. He was not so unjust as to permit any 
unworthy feelings to retain permanent (possession of 
his mind, but yet they recurred from tiine to time, 
and did not escape his lady's anxious observation, 

41 Had we been blessed with children," she was 
wont on such occasions to say to herself, ifc had our 
blood been united in a son who might have joined 
my advantages of descent with my husband's personal 
worth, these painful and irksome reflections had not 
disturbed our union* even for a moment. But the ex- 
ist, nee of such an heir, in whom our affections, as well 
as our pretensions, might have centered, has been 
denied to us." 

With .such mutual feelings, it can not be wondered 
at t that the lady heard her husband with pain verging 
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towards this topic of mutual discontent. On the pre- 
sent, as on other similar occasions, she endeavoured 
to divert her husband's thoughts from this painful 
channel. 

- u How can you," she -said 4 * suffer youjrself to dwell 
upon thoughts which profit nothing? Have you in 
deed no name to uphold? You, the good and the 
brave, the wise in council, and the strong in battle, 
have you- not to support the reputation your own 
deeds have won, a reputation more honourable than 
mere ancestry can supply? Good men love and ho- 
nour you, the wicked fear, and the turbulent obey you; 
and is it not necessary you should exert yourself to 
ensure the endurance of that love, that honour, that 
wholesome fear, and that necessary obedience?" 

As she thus spoke, the eye of her husband caught 
from her's courage and comfort, and it lightened as 
he took her hand and replied, " It is most true, my 
Mary, and I deserve thy rebuke, who forget what I 
am, in repining because I am not what I can not be. 
I am now what their most famed ancestors were, the 
mean man raised into eminence by his own exer- 
tions; and sure it is a boast as honourable to have 
those capacities, which are necessary to the founda- 
tion of a family, as to be descended from one who 
E>ssessed them some centuries before. The Hay of 
oncarty, who bequeathed his bloody yoke to his 
lineage,— the tt dark gray man," who first founded 
the house of Douglas, had yet Jess of ancestry to 
boast than what is mine* For thou jtnowest, Mary, 
that my name derives itself from a line of ancient 
warriors, although my immediate forefathers prefer- 
red the humble station in which thou didst first find 
them; and war and counsel are not less proper to the 
house of Glendonwyne., even hi its most remote de- 
scendants, than to the proudest of their baronage." 

He strode across the hall as he spoke, and the la* 
dy smiled internally to observe how much his mind 
dwelt upon the prerogatives of birth, and endeavour* 
ed to establish his claims, however remote, to a share 
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in them, at the very, moment when he affected to hold 
them in contempt. It will easily be guessed, how- 
ever, that she permitted no symptom to escape her 
that could show she was sensible of the weakness of 
her husband^ a perspicacity which perhaps his proud 
spirit could not very easily have brooked. 

As he returned from the extremity of the hall, to 
which he had stalked while in the act cut vindicating 
the title of the House of Glendunwvne in its most re* 
mote branches to the full privileges of aristocracy^ 
" " Where," he said, u is Wolf? I have not seen him 
'since my Tetum, and he was usually the first to wel- 
come my homecoming " 

44 Wolf," said the lady, with a slight degree of em* 
barrassment, for which, perhaps, she would have' 
found it difficult to assign any reason even to herself, 
u Wolf is chained up for the present. He hath been 
surly to my page." 

** Wolf chained up— and Wolf surly fo your pagef y 
answered Sir Halbert Glendinning. " Wolf never 
was surly to any one; and the chain will either break 
his spirit or render him savage* — So ho, there— set 
Wolf free directry.?' 

He Was obeyed; and the huge dog rushed into the 
hall, disturbing, by his unwieldy and boisterous gam- 
bols, the whole economy of reels, rocks, and distaffs, 
and extracting from Li lias, who was summoned to 
put them again into order, the natural observation, 
• u That the laird's pet was as troublesome as the la- 
dy's page." ,• 

w And who is this page, Mary?" said the knight, 
his attention again called to the subject by the ob- 
servation of the waiting-woman— " Who is this page 
whom every one seems to weigh in the balance with 
my old friend and favourite, Wolf?— When did you 
aspire to the dignity of keeping a page, or who is the 
boy?" 

" I trust, my Halbert," said the lady, not without 
a blush, tt you will not think your wife entitled to less 
attendancethan other ladies of her quality." 
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44 Nay, Dame Mary, 7 ' answered the knight, •»* it is 
enough you desire such an attendant.-— Yet I have 
never loved to nurse such useless menial*— *a lady's 

Cge— k may well suit the proud £ifgliah dames, to 
vea slender youth to bear their trains- from* bower 
to hall, fan them when they slumber, and touch the 
lute for them when they please to listen; but our 
Scottish matrons were wont tone above such vanities, 
and our Scottish youth ought to be bred to the spear 
and the stirrup." 

" Nay, but, my husband; " said the lady, " I did 
but jest when I called this boy my page; he is in sooth 
a little orphan whom we saved from perishing in the 
lake; and whom I have since kept in the Castle out 
of charity.— Lilias, bring little Roland hither." 

Roland entered accordingly, and, flying to the la- 
dy's side, took hold of the plaits of her gown; and 
then turned round, and gazed with an attention, not 
unmingkd with fear, upon the stately form of the 
knight.~^ u Roland," said the lady, " go kiss the 
hand of the noble knight, and ask him to be thy pro* 
lector*' V— But Roland obeyed not, and keeping his 
station, continued to gaze fixedly and timidly on Sir 
Halbert Glendinning.—- " Go to the knighr, boy," said 
the lady; u what dost thou fear, child? Go, iiss Sir 
HalbertVhand." 

u I will kiss no hand save yours, lady," answered 
the boy^ > 

" Nay, but do as you are commanded, child," re- 
plied the lady.— " He is dashed by your presence," 
she said, apologizing to her husband; " but is he not 
a- handsome boy?" 

*♦ And so is Wolf," said Sir Halbert, as he patted 
his huge four-footed favourite, " a handsome dog; 
but he has this double advantage over your new fa- 
vourite, that he does what he is commanded, and 
hears not when he is praised." 

u Nay, now you are displeased with me," replied 
the lady;-" and yet why should you be so? There is 
nothing wrong in relieving the distressed orphan, or 
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id loving that which is in itself lovely and deserving 
of affection. But you have seen Mr. Warden at Ed- 
inburgh, and he has set you against the poor boy. 7 ' 

41 My dear Mary," answered her husband, " Mr 
Warden better knows his place than to presume to 
interfere either in your affairs or in mine. I neither 
blame your relieving this boy, or your kindness for 
him. But, I think, considering his birth and pros- 
pects, you ought not to treat him with injudicious 
fondness, which can only end in rendering him unfit 
for the humble situation to which Heaven has design- 
ed him." 

" Nay, but, my Halber^ do but look at the boy," 
said the lady, u and see whether he has not the air 
of being intended by Heaven for something nobler 
than a mere peasant. May he not be designed, as 
others have been* to rise out of a humble situation 
into honour and eminence?" 

Thus far had she proceeded, when the conscious- 
ness that she was treading upon delicate ground at 
once occurred to her, and induced her to take the 
most natural, but the worst of all courses on such oc- 
casions, that of stopping suddenly short in the illus- 
tration which she had commenced. Her brow crim- 
soned, and that of Sir Halbert Glendinning was slight- 
ly overcast. But it was only for an instant, for he 
was incapable of mistaking his lady's meaning, or 
supposing that she meant intentional disrespect to 
him. 

c< Be it as you please, my love," he replied; u ( 
owe you too much, to contradict you in aught which 
may render your solitary mode of life more endura- 
ble. Make of this^outh what you will, and you 
have my full authorifv for doing so. But remember 
he is your charge, not mine-*-remember he hath 
limbs to do man service, a soul and a tongue to wor- 
ship God; breed, him therefore, tobe true to his mas* 
ter and to Heaven; and for the rest, dispose of him 
as you list— it is, and shall rest your own matty*" 



This conversation decided the fate of Jcoland: 
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Graeme, who from thenceforward was little noticed 
by the master, but indulged and favoured by the mis- 
tress of the mansion of Avcnel. 
• This situation led to many important consequences, 
and, in truth, tended to bring forth the character of 
the youth in all its broad lights and deep shadows. 
As the Knight himself seemed tacidy to disclaim 
alil^e interest and control over the immediate favour- 
ite of his lady, young Roland was, by circumstances, 
exempted from the strict discipline. to which, as the 
retainer of a Scottish man of rank, he would other- 
wise have been subjected, according to all the rigour 
of the age. But the steward, or master of the house- 
hold, such was the proud title assumed by the head 
domestic of each petty baron, deemed it not advisa- 
ble to interfere with the favourite of the lady, and 
especially since she had brought the estate into the 
present family* Master Jasper Wktgate was a man 
experienced, as he often boasted, in the ways of great 
families, and knew how to keep the steerage even 
when wind and tide chanced to be in contradiction. 
This prudent personage winked at much, and 
avoided giving opportunity for further offence, by 
requesting little ol Roland Graeme beyond the degree 
of atftntion which he was himself disposed to pay; 
rightly conjecturing, that however lowly the place 
which the youth might hold in the favour of the 
Knight of Avenel, still to make an evil report of him 
would make an enemy of the lady, without securing' 
the favour of her husband. With these prudential 
considerations,, and doubtless not without an eye to 
his own ease and convenience, he taught the boy as 
much, and only as much, as he chose to learn, readily 
admitting whatever apology it pleased his pupil to 
allege in excuse for idleness or negligence. As the 
other persons in the Castle, on whom such tasks were 
delegated, readily imitated the prudential conduct of 
the major-domo, there was little control used to- 
wards Roland Graeme, who, of course, learned no 
more than what a very active mind, and a total im- 
vol. i. 4 
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patience of absolute idleness, led him to acquire upon 
his own account, and by dint of his own exertions. 

It followed also from his quality, as my lady's fa* 
vourite, that* Roland was viewed with no peculiar 
good will by the followers of the Knight, many of 
whom, of the same age and similar origin with the 
fortunate page , were subjected to severe observance 
of the ancient and rigorous discipline qf a feudal re* 
tainer. To these, Roland Graeme was of course an 
object of envy, and in consequence of dislike and 
detraction; but the youth possessed qualities which 
it was impossible to depreciate. Pride, and a sense 
of early ambition, did for him what severity and 
constant instruction did for others. In truth, the 
youthful Roland displayed that early flexibility both 
Qf body and mind, which renders exercise, either 
mental or corporeal, rather matter of sport than of 
study; and it seemed as if he acquired accidentally, 
and by starts, those accomplishments, which earnest 
and constant instruction, enforced by frequent re- 
proof and occasional chastisement, had taught to 
others. Such military exercises, such lessons of the 
period as he found it agreeable or convenient to ap- 
ply to, he learned so perfectly, as to confound those 
who were ignorant, how often the place of constant 
application is filled up by ardent enthusiasm. The 
lads, therefore, who were more regularly trained to 
arms, to horsemanship, and to other necessary ex- 
ercises of the period, while they envied Roland 
Graeme the indulgence or negligence with which he 
seemed to be treated, had little reason to host of their 
own superior advantages; a few hours, with the pow- 
erful exertion of a most energetic will, seemed to do 
for him more than the regular instruction of weeks 
could accomplish for others. 

Under these advantages, if* indeed, they were to 
be termed such, the character of young Roland be- 
gan to develop itself. It was bold , peremptory, de- 
cisive, and over-bearing; generous, if neither "with- 
stood nor contradicted; vehement and passionate, if 
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censured or oppdsed. He seemed to consider him- 
self as attached to no one, and responsible to no one, 
Vxcept his mistress, and even over her mind he had 
gradually acquired that specks of ascendancy which 
indulgence is so apt to occasion. And although the 
immediate followers and dependants of Sir H alb eft 
Gtendinning saw his ascendancy with jealousy, and 
often took occasion to mortify his vanity, there want- 
ed not those who were willing to acquire the favour 
of the Lady of Avenel by humouring and siding with 
the youth whom she protected; for although a fa- 
vourite, as the poet assures us, has no friend, he sel- 
ddm fails to have both followers and flatterers. These 
partisans of Roland Graeme were chiefly to be found 
amongst the inhabitants of the little hamlet on the 
shore of the lake. These villagers, who were some- 
times tempted to compare their own situation with 
that of the immediate and constant followers of the 
Knight, who attended him on his frequent journies 
to Edinburgh and elsewhere, delighted in consider- 
ing and representing themselves as more property 
the subjects of the Lady of Avenel than of her hus- 
band. It is true, her wisdom and affection on all occa- 
sions discountenanced the distinction which was here 
implied; but 7 the villagers persisted in thinking it 
thust be agreeable to her to enjoy their peculiar and 
undivided homage, or at least in acting as if they 
thought so; and one chief mode by which they evinc- 
ed their sentiments, was by the respect they paid to 
young Roland Graeme, the favourite attendant of the 
descendant of their ancient lords. This was a mode 
v of flattery too pleasing to encounter rebuke or ceti- 
sure, and the opportunity which it afforded the youth 
to form, as it were, a party of his own within the 
limits of the ancient barony of Avenel, added not a 
little to the audacity and decisive tone of a character, 
which was by nature bold, impetuous, and uncon- 
trollable. 

Of two members of the household who had'mani- 
fested an early jealousy of Rohmd Graeme, the pre- 
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jadices of Wolf were easily overcome; and in pro- 
cess of time the dog slept with Bran, Luath, and the 
celebrated hounds of ancient days. But Mr. War- 
den, the chaplain, lived, and retained his dislike to 
the youth. That good ban, single-minded and be- 
nevolent as he really wps, entertained rather rootfe 
than a reasonable idea of the respect due to him as a 
minister, and exacted from the inhabitants of the 
Casde more deference th^n the haughty ybung page, 
proud of his mistress's favour, and petularit from 
youth and situation, was at all times willing to pay. 
His bold and free demeanour, his attachment to rich 
dress and decoration, his inaptitude to receive in- 
struction, and his hardening himself against rebuke, 
were circumstances which .induced the ^good old 
man, with more haste than charity, to set the forward 
page down as a vessel of wrath, and to presage that 
the youth nursed that pride and haughtiness of spirit 
which goes before ruin and destruction. Most of 
the attendants and followers of Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning entertained the same charitable thought; but 
while Roland was favoured by their lady, and endur- 
ed by their lord, they saw no policy in making their 
opinions public. 

Roland Graeme was sufficiently sensible of the un- 
pleasant situation in which he stood; but in the 
haughtiness of his heart he retorted upon the other 
domestics the distant, cold, and sarcastic manner in 
which they treated him, assumed an air of superiori- 
ty, which compelled the most obstinate to obedience, 
and had the satisfaction to be dreaded at least,, if ho 
was heartily hated. 

The chaplain's marked dislike had the effect of re<* 
commending him to the attention of Sir fialbert's bro- 
ther Edward, who now, under the conventual appel- 
lation of Father Ambrose, continued to be one of 
the few Monks who, with the Abbot Euatatius, were 
still permitted to linger in the cloisters at Kenna- 
quhair. Respect to Sir Halbert had prevented their 
being altogether driven out of the Abbey, though 
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their order was now in a great, meaaqre suppressed, 
and they were interdicted the public exercise of 
1 their ritual, and only allowed for their support a small 
1 pension out of their once -splendid revenues. Father 
Ambrose, thus situated, was an occasional, though 
very rare visitant, at the Castle of AveneL, aud was 
at such times observed to pay particular attention to 
Roland Graeme, who .seemed tq return it with more 
depth of feeling than consisted with his usual habits. 
X*hu*< situated, years, glided on, during which the 
Knight of Avenel continued to act a frequent and 
important part in the convulsions of his distracted 
country; while yoimg Greeroe anticipated, both in 
wishes and in personal accomplishments, the age 
which should enable him to emerge from the obscuri- 
ty, of hit present situation* 



CHAPTER IV* 

A mid .their cups that freely flow'd, 

Their revelry and mirth, 
A youthful lord taxed Valentine 

With base and doubtful birth. 

Vajubntiite ahd Orsosn 

When Roland Grseme was* a youth about seven* 
teen years of age, he chanced one summer morning 
to descend to the mew in which Sir Halbert GJen- 
dinning kept his hawks, in order to superintend the 
training of an^yass, or young hawk, which he him- 
self, at the imminent risk of neck and limbs, had 
taken from a celebrated eyrie in the neighbourhood, 
called Gledscraig* Ashe was by no means satisfied 
with the attention which had been bestowed on his 
favourite bird, he was not slaek in testifying his dis- 
pleasure to the falconer's lad, whose duty it was to 
iiave attended upon it. 

> 4* 
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* What, ho! sir knave," exclaimed Roland, « is it 
■thus you feed the eyasa with unwashed meat, as if 
you were gorging the foul braneher of a worthless 
hoodie-crow, by the mass? and thou hast neglected 
its castings also for these two days. Thinkeat thou I 
ventured my neck to bring the bird down from the 
craig that thou shouldst spoil him by thy neglect?" 
And to add force to his remonstrances, he conferred 
a cuff or two on the negligent attendant of the hawks, 
who, shouting rather louder than was necessary un- 
der all the circumstances, brought the master falconer 
to his assistance. 

Adam Woodcock, the falconer of A venel, was mm 
Englishman by birth, but so long in the service of 
Glendinning, that he. had lost his national attachment 
in that which he had formed to his master* He was 
a favourite in his department, jealous and conceited 
of his skill, as masters of the game usually are; for 
the rest of his character, he was a jester and a parcel 
poet, (qualities which by no means abated bis natural 
conceit) a jolly fellow, who loved a flagon of ale bet- 
ter than a long sermon, a scout man of his hands 
when need required; true to his master, and a little 
presuming on his interest with him. 

Adam Woodcock, such as we have described him, 
by no means relished the freedom used. by young 
Graeme, in chastising his assistant. u Hey, hey i my 
lady's page," said he, stepping between his own boy 
and Roland, "fair and softly, and it like your gilt 
jacket — hands off is fair play — if nay boy has done 
amiss, I can beat him myself, and then you may keep 
vour hands soft." 

" I will beat him and thee too," answered Roland, 
without hesitation, " an you look not better after 
your business. See how the bird is cast away be- 
tween you. I found the careless lurdane feeding him 
with unwashed flesh, and she a* eyass."* 

• • There is a difference amongst authorities how long the nest- 
Itagbawkihoiildbc fed with flesh which has previously been 
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"Go to," said tfie falc6ner, " thou art but an 
eyass thyself, child Roland — What know est thou of 
feeding? I say that the eyass should have her meat 
unwashed, until she becomes a brancher— 'twere the 
ready way to give her the frounce, to wash her meat 
sooner, and so knows every one who knows a gted 
from a falcon." 

"It is thine own laziness, thou false English blood, 
that doeat nothing but drink and sleep," retorted the 
page, "and leaves that lit her lad to do the work, 
that he minds as little as thou." 

" And am I so idle, then," said the falconer, " that 
have three cast of hawks to look after, at perch and 
mew, and to fly them in the' field to boot?-*— and is 
my lady's page so busy a man that he must take me 
up short?— and am I a false English blood?-— I mar- 
vel what blood thou art— neither Englander nor 
Scot-^fish nor flesh— a bastard from the Debateable 
Land, without either kith, kin, or ally!— Marry, out 
upon thee, foul kite, that would fain be a tercel 
gentle." 

The reply to this sarcasm was a box on the ear, so 
well applied, that it overthrew the falconer into the 
cistern in which water was kept for the benefit of the 
hawks. Up started Adam Woodcock, and seizing 
on a truncheon which stood by, would have soon re- 
quited the injury he had received, had not Roland 
laid his hand on his poniard, and sworn by all that 
was sacred, that if he offered a stroke towards him, 
he would sheath it in his bowels. The noise was 
now so great, that more than one of the household 
came in, and amongst others the major-domo, a grave 
personage, already mentioned, whose gold chain and 
#hite wand intimated his authority. At the appear- 
ance of this dignitary, the strife was for the present 
appeased* 

He embraced, however, so favourable an oppor- 
tunity, to read Roland Graeme a shrewd lecture on 
the impropriety of his deportment to his fellow-me- 
nials, and to assure him, that, should he commuxvv 
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cate this fray to his master, (who though now on one 
of his frequent expeditions, was speedily expected 
to'return,) which, but for respect to his lady » he would 
most certainly do, the residence of the culprit in the 
Castle of Avenel would be but of brief duration. 
" But, however," added the prudent muster of -the 
household, "I will report the matter first to my 
lady," 

** Very just, very right, Master Wi ngate," exclaim- 
ed several voices together; " my lady will consider 
if daggers are to be drawn on us for every idle word, 
and whether we are to live in a well-ordered bouse* 
hold, where there is the fear of God, or amongst 
drawn dirks and sharp knives." 

The object of this general resentment darted an 
angry glance around him, and suppressing with diffi- 
culty the desire which urged him to reply, in furious 
or in contemptuous language, returned his dagger 
into the scabbard, looked disdainfully around upon 
the assembled menials, turned short upon his heel,- 
and pushing aside those who stood betwixt him and, 
the door, left the apartment. 

•* This will be no tree for my nest," said the fal- 
coner, w if this cock-sparrow is to crow over us as 
he ^eerns to do." 

u He struck me with his switch yesterday ^" said 
one of the grooms, ** because the tail of his worship's 
gelding was not trimmed altogether so as suited his 
humour." ••••.>, 

" And I promise you," said the laundress, " my 
young master will stick nothing to call you slut and 
quean, if there be but a speck of soot upon his band- 
collar." 

/ ... 

<fc If Master Wingate do not his errand to my lady,* 
was the general result, a there will be no tarrying in 
the same house with Roland Graeme." 

The master of the household heard them all for 
some time, and then, motioning for universal silence, 
he addressed them with all the dignity of . M arvolto 
himself.—- " My masters,~not forgetting you,my mis- 
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tresses,-— do not think worse of me that I proceed 
with as much care as haste in this matter. Our mas- 
ter is a gallant knight, and will have his sway at home 
and abroad, in wood and field, in hall and bower, as- 
the saying is. Our lady, my benison upon her, is 
also a. noble person of long descent, and rightful heir 
of this place and barony, and she also loves her will; 
as far that matter, show me the woman who doth 
not. Now, she hath favoured, doth favour, and will 
favour, this jack -an- ape, — for what good part about 
him I know riot, save that as one noble lady will love 
a messan dog, and another a screaming popinjay, and 
a third a Barbary ape, so doth it please our noble 
dame to set her affections upon this stray elf of a 
page, for nougtft that I can think of, save that she* 
was the cause of his being saved (the more's the 
pity) from drowning." And here Master Wingfrte 
made a pause. 

" I would have been his caution for a gray groat 
against salt water or fresh," said his adversary, the 
falcbner; u marry, if he crack not a rope for stabbing 
or for snatching, I will be content never to hood 
hawk again." 

44 Peacey Adam Woodcock," said Wingate, wav- 
ing his hand; u 1 prithee, peace, man— Now, my lady 
liking this springald, as aforesaid, differs therein from 
my lord, who likes never a bone in his skin. Now, 
is it for. me ,to stir up strife betwixt them, and put 
as 'twere my finger betwixt the bark and the tree^ on 
account of a pragmatical youngster, whom, neverthe- 
less, I would willingly' see whipped forth of the ba- 
rony? Have patience, and this bile will break without 
our meddling. I have been in service since I wore 
a beard on rov chin, till now that that beard is turn- 
ed gray, and I have seldom known any one better 
themselves, even by taking the lady's part against 
the lord's; but never one who did not dirk himself, 
if he took the lord r s against; the lady's. 

Ai And so t " said Lilias, *' we are to be crowed 
over, every one of us, men and women, cock and hen, 
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by this little upstart? — I will try rides with him first, 
I promise you. — I fancy, Master Wingate, for as wise 
as you look, you will: be pleasecl to tell what you have 
seen to-day, if my lady command you." 

"To speak the truth when my lady commands 
me," answered the prudential major-domO, " is in 
some measure my duty, Mistress Lilias; always pro- 
viding for and excepting those cases in which it can 
not be spoken without breeding mischief and incon- 
venience to myself or my fellow servants; for the 
tongue of a tale-bearer breaketh bones as well as a 
Jeddartstafc" 

44 But this imp of Satan is none of your friends or 
fellow-servants," said Lilias; ** and I trust you mean 
not to stand up for him against the whole family be* 
sides?" • / 

44 Credit me, Mrs. Lilias," replied the senior, 
44 Should I see the time fitting, I would with right 
good will give him a lick with the rough side of my 
tongue." 

44 Enough said, Master Wingate," answered Liii*g, 
44 then trust me his song shall soon be laid; If my 
mistress does not ask me what is the matter below 
stairs before she be ten minutes of time older, she is 
no born woman, and my name is not Lilias Brad- 
bourne." 

In pursuance of her plan, Mistress Lilias failed 
rtot to present herself before her mistress with all the 
exterior of one who is possessed of an important se- 
cret,~that \b a she had the corner of her mouth turn* 
ed down, her eyes raised up, her lips pressed as fast 
t6gether as if they had been sewed up, to prevent 
her blabbing, and an air of prim mystical importance 
diffused over her whole person and demeanour, which 
seemed to intimate, 4c I know something which I am 
resolved not to tell you!" 

Lilias had rightly read her mistress's temper, who, 
wise and good as she was* was yet a daughter of 
grandame Eve, and could not witness this mysteri- 
ous bearing on the part of her waiting woman with . 
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©ut longing to ascertain the secret cause. For a| 
space, Mrs* Lilias was obdurate to all inquiries^ 
sighed, turned her eyes up higher yet to heaven, hop- 
ed for the best, but had nothing particular to com? 
municate. All this, as was most natural and proper, 
only stimulated the lady's curiosity; neither was hex 
importunity tobg parried with,— u Thank God, lam 
no make-bate— no talebearer,— thank God, I never 
envied any one's favour, or was anxious to propale 
their misdemeanours-only thank God there has been 
no bloodshed and murder in the house— -that is all." 

u Bloodshed and murder!" exclaimed the lady?, 
u what does the quean mean?— if you speak not plain 
out, you shall have something you will scarce be 
thankful for." , . 

u Nay, my Lady," answered Lilian, eager to dis- 
burthen her mind, or, in Chaucer's phrase, to ' un- 
buckle her. mail,' " if you bid me speak out the truth, 
you must not be moved with what might displease 
you — Roland Graeme has dirked Adam Woodcock 
—that is, all." ' 

" Good heaven," said the lady, turning pale as 

ashes, u is the man slain?" 

~ "No* madam," replied Lilias, u . but slain he would 
bave been, if there had not been ready help; but may 
be, it is your ladyship's pleasure that this young es- 
quire shall poniard the servants, as well as switch 
and batten them." 

"Go to, minion," said the lady, c * you are saucy— 
tell, die master of the household to attend me in- 
stantly •" 

Lilias hastened to seek, out Mr. Wingate, and hur- 
ry him to his lady's presence, speaking as a word in 
season to him on the way, " 1 have set the stone a- 
trowling, look that you do not let it stand still." 

The steward, too prudential a person to commit 
himself otherwise* answered by a sly lookand. a nod 
of intelligence, and presently after stood in the pre* 
sence of the Lady of Avenel, with alook of great re- 
spect for his lady, partly real, partly affected, and an 
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air of great sagacity, which inferred no ordioary con- 
ceit of himself. 

" How is this,Wmgate," said the lady, « and what 
rule do you keep in the castle, that the domestics 
of Sir Halhert Glendinning draw the dagger on each 
other, as in a cavern of thieves and murtherers? — 
is the wounded man much hurt? and what— what 
bath become of the unhappy boy?" 

** There is no one wounded as yet, madam,' 9 re- 
plied he of the golden chain; * h passes my poor skiU 
to say how many may be wounded before Paschc,* 
if some rule be not taken with this youth— not but the 
youth is a fair youth," he added, correcting himself, 
" and able at his exercise; but somewhat too ready 
with the ends of his fingers, the butt of his ridmg- 
s witch, and the point of his dagger." 

"And whose fault is that," said the lady, u but 
yours, who should have taught him better discipline 
than to brawl or to draw his dagger?" 

u If it please your ladyship so to impose the blame 
on me," answered the steward, 4i it is my part, 
doubtless, to bear it— only 1 submit to your conside- 
ration, that unless I nailed his weapon to the scab- 
bard, I could no more keep it still, than I could fix 
quicksilver, which defied even the skill of Raymond 
Luilius." 

"Tell me not of Raymond Luilius," said the la- 
dy, losing patience, "but send me the chaplain 
hither. You grow all of you too wise for me, during 
your lord*s long and repeated absences. I would to 
God his affairs would permit him to remain at home 
and rule his own household, for it passes my wit and 
skill!" 

tt God forbid, my lady!" said the old domestic, 
" that you should sincerely think what you are now 
pleased to say; your old servant might well hope, 
that after so many years duty, you would do their 
service more justice than to distrust their gray hairs, 

•Barter * 
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because they can not role the peevish humour of a 
green head, which the owner carries, it may be, a 
brace of inches higher than becomes him." 

44 Leave me," said the lady; u Sir Halbert's return 
must now be expected -daily, and he will look into 
thefte matters himsel£-~leave me, I say, Wingate, 
without saying more of iu I know you are honest; 
and I believe the boy is petulant, and yet I think it 
is my favour which hath set all of you against him*" 

The steward bowed and retired, after having been 
silenced ina second attempt to explain the motives 
on w hich he acted. 

The chaplain arrived; but neither from him did 
the lady receive much comfort. On the contrary, 
she found him disposed, in plain terms, to lay to the 
door of her indulgence all the disturbances which the 
fiery temper of Roland Graeme had already occasion- 
ed, or might hereafter occasion to the family. (ft I 
would," he said, "honoured lady, that you had deign- 
ed to be ruled by me in the outset of this matter, 
sith it is easy to stem evil in the fountain, but hard 
to struggle against it in the stream.. You, honoured 
madam, (a word which I do not use according to the 
vain forms of this world, but because I have ever 
loved and honoured you as an honourable and an 
elect lady,)— you, I say, madam, have been pleased, 
contrary to my poor but earnest counsel, to raise this 
boy from his station, into one approaching to your 

own," 

" What mean you, reverend sir?" said the lady; 
" I have made this youth a page — is there aught in 
my doing so that does not become my character and 
quality?" '••■*. 

" I dispute not, madam," said the pertinacious 
preacher, " your benevolent purpose in tajuag charge 
of this youth, or your title to give him this idle char 
racter of page, if such was your pleasure; though what 
the education of a boy in the train of a female can 
tend to, save to engraft foppery and effeminacy on 
conceit and arrogance, it passes my knowledge to di&- 
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eover. But I blame you more directly for having 
taken little care to guard him against the perils of 
his condition, or to tame and humble a spirit naturally 
haughty, overbearing, and impatient* You have 
brought into your bower a lion's cub, delighted with 
the beauty of his fur, and the grace of his gambols, 
you have bound him with -no fetters befitting the 
fierceness of his, disposition. You have let him grow 
up as uaawed as if he had been still a tenant of the 
forest, and now you are surprised, and call out for 
assistance, when he begins to ramp, rend, and tear, 
according to his pruper nature. 9 ' 

" Mr. Warden," said the lady, considerably offend- 
ed, " you are my husband's ancient friend, and I be* 
lieve your love sincere to him and to his household. 
Yet let me say, that when I asked you for counsel, I 
expected not this asperity of rebuke. If I. have done 
wrong in loving this poor orphan lad more than 
others of his class, I scarce think the error merited 
such severe censure; and if stricter discipline were 
required to keep, his fiery temper in order, it ought, 
I think, to be considered, that I am a woman, and 
that it I have erred in this matter, it becomes a 
friend's part rather to aid than to rebuke roe. I 
would these evils were taken order with before my 
lord's return. He loves not domestic discord or da* 
inestic brawls; and I would not willingly that he 
thought such could arise from one whom I have fa- 
voured—What do you counsel me to do?" 

•" Dismiss this youth from your service, madam," 
replied the preacher. 

" You can not bid me d* so," said the lady, " you 
can not, as a Christian and a man of humanity, bid 
me turn away an unprotected creature, against whom 
my favour, my injudicious favour if you will, has 
raised up so many enemies." 

" It is not necessary you should altogether aban-* 
don him, though you dismiss him to another service, 
or to a calling better suiting his station and charac- 
ter," said the preacher; « elsewhere he may be an 
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useful and profitable member of the commonweal-*— 
here he is but a make-bate, and a stumbling-block of 
offence. The youth has snatches of sense and of in- 
telligence, though he lacks industry. I will myself 
give him letters commendatory to Olearius Sehinder- 
hauscn, a learned professor at Leyden, where they 
lack an under janitor— where, besides gratis ins true* 
tion, if God give him the grace to seek it, he will en- 
joy five marks by the year, and the professor's cast* 
off suit, which he disparts with biennially." 
. " This will never do, good Mr. Warden," said 
the lady, scarce able to suppress a smile, 44 we will 
think more at large upon this matter* In the mean- 
while, I crust to your remonstrances with the family 
for restraining these violent and unseemly jealousies 
and bursts of passion; and I entreat you to press on 
them their duty in this respect towards God and to- 
wards their master," 

** You shall be obeyed, madam, u said Warden, 
♦* On the next Thursday I exhort the family, and 
will, with God's blessing, so wrestle with the daemon 
of wrath and violence, which hath entered into my 
little flock, that I trust to hound the wolf out of the 
fold, as if he were chased- away with ban-dogs," 
- This was the part of the conference from which 
Mr. Warden derived the greatest pleasure. The pul- 
pit was at that time the same powerful engine for af- 
fecting popular feeling which the press has since be- 
come, and he had been no unsuccessful preacher, as 
we have already seen, it followed as a natural conse- 
quence, that he rather over-estimated the powers of 
his own oratory, and, like some of his brethren about 
that period, was glad of an opportunity to handle any 
matters of importance, whether public or private, 
the discussion of which could be dragged into his dis- 
course. In that rude age the delicacy was unknown 
which prescribed time and place to personal exhorta- 
tions; and as the court-preacher often addressed the 
King personally, and dictated to him the conduct he 
ought to observe in matters of state, so the nobleman 
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himself, or any of his retainers, were in the chapel of 
the feudal castle, often incensed or appalled, as the 
case might be, by the discussion of their private 
faults, and by spiritual censures directed against 
them, specifically, personally, and by name. 

The sermon, by means of which Henry Warden 
proposed to restore concord and good order to the 
Castle of A vend, bore for text the well-known 
words, 4t He who striketh with the sword shall perish 
by the sword? and was a singular mixture of good 
sense and powerful oratory with pedantry and bad 
taste. He enlarged a good deal on the word striketh, 
which he assured his hearers comprehended blows 
given with the point as well as with the edge, and, 
more generally, shooting with hand gun, cross-bow, 
or long-bow, thrusting with a lance, or doing any 
thing whatsoever by which death might be occasion- 
ed to the adversary. In the same manner, he prov- 
ed satisfactorily, that the word sword, comprehend- 
ed all descriptions, whether back-sword or basket- 
hilt, cut-and-thrust or rapier, falchion or scymitar. 
u But if," he continued, with still greater animation, 
** the text includeth in its anathema those who strike 
with any of those weapons which man hath devised 
for the exercise of his open hostility, still more doth 
it comprehend such as from their form and size are 
devised rather for the gratification of privy malice by 
.treachery, than for the destruction of an enemy, pre- 
pared and standing upon his defence. Such," he 
continued, looking sternly at the place where the page 
was seated on .a cushion at the feet of his mistress, 
and wearing in his crimson belt a gay dagger with a 
gilded hilt,—** such, more especially, I hold to be 
those implements of death, which, in our modern and 
fantastic times, are worn not only by thieves and cut- 
throats, to whom they most properly belong, but even 
by those who attend upon women, and wait in the 
chambers of honourable ladies* Yes, my friends,—* 
this unhappy weapon, framed for all evil and for no 
good, is comprehended under this deadly denuncia- 
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ixotiy whether it fee a stilet, which we have borrowed 
from the treacherous Italian, or a dirk, which is borne 
by the savage Highlandmen, or a whinger, which is 
carried by our own Border-thieves and cut-throats, 
or a dudgeon-dagger, which was invented by the 
devithimself, for a ready implement of deadly wrath, 
sudden to execute, and difficult to be parried. Even 
the common sword-and-buckier brawler despises the 
use of such a treacherous atjd malignant instrument; 
which is therefore fit to be used, not by men or sol- 
diers, but bv those who trained under female disci- 
pline, become themselves effeminate hermaphrodites, 
having female spite and female cowardice added to 
the infirmities and evil passions of their masculine 
nature." 

The effect which this oration produced upon the 
assembled congregation of Avenel can not very ea- 
sily be described. The lady seemed at once embar- 
rassed and offended; the menials could hardly con- 
tain, under and affectation of deep attention, the joy 
with which they heard the chaplain launch his thun- 
ders at % the head of the unpopular favourite; Mrs. 
Lilias crested and drew up her head with all the 
deep-felt pride of gratified resentment; while thp 
steward, observing a strict neutrality of aspect, fixed 
his eyes upon an old scutcheon on the opposite side 
of the wall, which he seemed to examine with the 
most minute accuracy, more willing, perhaps, to in- 
cur the censure t)f being inattentive to the sermon, 
than that of seeming to listen with marked approba- 
tion to what appeared so distasteful to his mistress. 

The unfortunate subject of the harangue, whom 
nature had endowed with passions which had hither- 
to found no effectual restraint, could not disguise the 
resentment which he felt at being thus directly held 
tip to the scorn, as well as the censure, of the as- 
sembled inhabitants of the little world in which he 
lived. His brow grew red, his lip^grew pale, he set 
his teeth, he clenched his hand, and then with me- 
chanical readiness grasped the weapon of which 
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the. clergyman had given so hideous a character; and 
at length, as the preacher heightened the colouring 
of his invective, he felt his rage become so ungo- 
vernable, that, fearful of being hurried into some 
deed of desperate violence, he rose up, traversed the 
chapel with hasty steps, and left the congregation. 

The preacher was surprised into a sudden pause, 
while the fiery youth shot across him like a flash of 
lightning, eyeing bim as he passed, as if he had wish* 
ed to dart from his eyes the same power of blighting 
and of consuming. But no sooner had he crossed 
the chapel and shut with violence behind him the 
door of the vaulted entrance by which it communi- 
cated with the Castle, than the impropriety of his 
conduct supplied Warden with one of those happier 
subjects for eloquence, of which he knew how to 
take advantage for making a suitable impression on 
his hearers. He paused for an instant, and then 
pronounced in a slow and solemn voice, the deep x 
anathema: " He hath gone out from us because he 
was not of us — the sick man hath been offended at 
the wholesome bitter of the medicine — the wounded 
patient hath flinched from the friendly knife of the 
surgeon — the sheep hath fled from the sheepfold and 
delivered himself to the wolf, because he could not 
assume the quiet and humble conduct demanded of 
us by the great Shepherd. — Ah! my brethren, be- 
ware of wrath'— beware of pride — beware of the 
deadly and destroying sin which so often shows it- 
self to our frail eyes in the garments of light. What 
is our earthly honour? Pride, and pride only—- What 
our earthly gifts and graces? Pride and vanity.— 
Voyagers speak of Indian men who deck themselves, 
with shells, and anoint themselves with pigments, 
and boast of their attire as we do of our miserable 
carnal advantages — Pride could dra^ down the 
morning-star from Heaven even to the verge of the 
pit — Pride and self-opinion kindled the flaming sword 
which waves us off from Paradise—Pride made 
Adam mortal, and a weary wanderer on the face of 
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the earth which he had else been lord of— Pride 
brought amongst us sin, and doubles every sin it has 
brought. It is the outpost which the devil and the 
flesh most stubbornly maintain against the assaults oT 
grace; and until it be subdued, and its barriers level- 
ed with the very earth, there is more hope of a fool 
than of the sinner. Rend, then, from your bosoms 
this accursed shoot of the fatal apple; tear it up by 
the roots, though it be twisted with the cords of your 
life. Profit by the example of the miserable sinner 
that has passed from us, and embrace the means of 
grace while it is called to-day-*— ere your conscience 
is seared as with a fire-brand and your ears deafened 
like those of the adder, and your heart hardened 
like the nether mill stone. Up, then, and be doing 
—wrestle and overcome; resist, and the enemy shall 
flee from you— Watch and pray, lest ye fall into 
temptation, and let the stumbling of others be your 
warning and your example. Above all, rely not on 
yourselves, for such self confidence is even the worst 
symptom of the disorder itself. The Pharisee per- 
haps deemed himself humble while he stooped in the 
Temple, and thanked God that he was not as other 
men, and even as the publican. But while his knees 
touched the marble pavement, his head was as high 
as the topmost pinnacle of the Temple. Do not, 
therefore, deceive yourselves, and offer false coin, 
where the purest you can present is but as dross- 
think not that such will pass the assay of Omnipotent 
Wisdom*. Yet shrink not from the task, because, as 
is my bounden duty, I do not disguise from you its 
difficulties. Self-searching can do much— -Medita- 
tion can do much— Grace can do all." 

And he concluded with a touching and animating 
exhortation to his hearers to seek divine grace, which 
is perfected in human weakness. 

The audience did not listen to this address with- 
out being considerably affected; though it might be 
doubted whether the feelings of triumph, received 
from the disgraceful retreat of the favourite page, 
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did not greatly qualify in the minds of many the ex- 
hortations of the preacher to charity and to humili- 
ty. And, in fact, the expression of their counte- 
nances much resembled the satisfied triumphant air 
of a set of children, who, having just seen a compan- 
ion punished for a fault in which they had no share, 
con their task with double glee, both because they 
themselves are out of the scrape, and because the 
culprit is in it. 

With very different feelings did the Lady of 
Avenel seek her own apartment. She felt angry at 
Warden having made a domestic matter, in whidi 
she took a personal interest, the subject of such pub- 
lic discussion. But this she knew the good man 
claimed as a branch of his Christian liberty as a 
preacher, and also that it was vindicated by the uni- 
versal custom of his brethren. But the self-willed 
conduct of her protege afforded her yet deeper con- 
cern. That he had broken through in so remarkable 
a degree, not only the respect due to her presence, 
but that which was paid in those days with such pe- 
culiar reverence, to the places of worship, argued a 
spirit as untameable as his enemies had represented 
him to possess. And yet, so far as he had been un- 
der her own eye, she had seen no more of that fiery 
spirit than appeared to her to become his years and 
his vivacity. This opinion might be founded in some 
degree on partiality; in some degree, too, it might be„. 
owing to the kindness and indulgence which she had 
always extended to him; but still she thought it im- 
possible that she could be totally mistaken in the es- 
timate she had formed of his character. The ex- 
treme of violence is scarce consistent with a course 
of continued hypocrisy, (although Liitas charitably 
hinted, that in some instances they were happily 
united,) and therefore she could not exactly trust the 
report of others against her own experience and ob- 
servation. The thoughts of this orphan boy clung to 
her heart-strings with a fondness for which she her- 
self was unable to account* He seemed to have been 
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scat*to her by heaven, to fill up those intervals of Ian-' 
guor and vacuity which deprived her of so much en- 
joyment. Perhaps he was not less deaf to her, be- 
cause she well saw that he was a favourite with no 
one else, and because she felt, that to give him up 
was to afford the j udgment of her husband and others 
a triumph oyer her own; a circumstance not quite 
indifferent to the best of spouses of either sex. 

In short, the Lady of Avenel formed the internal 
resolution, that she would not desert her page while 
her page could be rationally protected; and, with the 
view of ascertaining how far this might be done, she 
caused him to be summoned to her presence. 



CHAPTER V. 



—In the wild storm, 



The seaman hews his mast down, and the merchant 
Heaves to the billows wares he oncedeenv'd precious; 
So prince and peer, 'mid popular contentions, 
Cast off their favourites. 

Ou> Plat. 

It was some time ere Roland Graeme appeared* 
The messenger (his old friend Lilias) had at first at- 
tempted to open the door of his little apartment with 
the charitable purpose, doubtless, of enjoying the 
confusion and marking the demeanour of the culprit. 
But a square bit of iron, ycleped a bolt, was passed 
across the door on the inside, and prevented her 
charitable purpose* Lilias knocked, and called at 
intervals, " Roland— Roland Graeme— jfcftwter Ro- 
land Graeme, (an emphasis on the word Master), 
will you be pleased to do up the door?— What ails 
you? — are you at your prayers in private, to com^ 
plete the devotion which you left unfinished in pub- 
lic?— Surely we must have a screened seat lor you in 
the chapel, that your gentility, may be free from the 
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eyes of common folks!" Still no whisper was heard 
in reply* " Well, Master Roland," said the wait* 
ing-maid, * I must tell my mistress, that if she would 
have an answer, she must send those on errand to you 
who can beat the door down." 

44 What says your lady?" answered the page from 
within. . 

44 Marry, open the door, and you shall hear," an- 
swered the waiting-maid. " I trow it becomes her 
message to be listened to face to face; and I will 
hot, for your idle pleasure, whistle it through a key- 
hole." 

4k Your mistress's name," said the page, opening 
the door, 4l is too fair a cover for your impertinence 
— What says my lady?" 

44 That you will be pleased to come to her direct- 
ly, in the withdrawing -room," answered Lilias. u I 
presume she has some directions for you concerning 
the forms to be observed in leaving chapel in future. 

44 Say to my lady, that I will directly wait on her," 
answered the page; and, returning into his own 
apartment, he once more locked the door in the face 
of the waiting-maid. 

44 Rare courtesy!" muttered Lilias; and, returning 
to her mistress, acquainted her that Roland Graeme 
woald wait on her when it suited' his convenience. 

44 What! is that his addition, or your own phrase, 
Lilias?" said the lady coolly. 

44 Nay, madam," replied the attendant, not direct- 
ly answering the question, 4 * he looked as if he could 
have said much more impertinent things than that, if 
I had been willing to hear them.— -But here he comes 
to answer for himself.' 

Roland Graeme entered the apartment with a lof- 
tier mien, and somewhat a higher colour than his 
wont; there was embarrassment in his manner, but it 
was neither that of fear nor of penitence* 

44 " Young man," said the lady, 44 what, trow you, 
am I to think of your conduct this day?" 
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44 If it has offended you, mad^m, I am deeply 
grieved," replied the youth. 

44 To have offended roe alone," replied the lady, 
44 were but little— • You have been guilty of" conduct, 
which will highly offend your master — of violence to 
your fellow-servants, and of disrespect to God him- 
self, in the person of his ambassador." 

"Permit me again to reply," said die page, 4( that 
|f I have offended my only mistress, friend, and 
benefactress, it includes the sum of my guilt, and de- 
serves the sum of my penitence.— Sir ff albert Glen- 
dinning calls me not servant, nor do I call hind mas* 
tcr— be is not entitled to blame me for chastising an 
insolent groom— nor do I fear the wrath of heaven 
for treating with scorn the unauthorized interference 
of a meddling preacher." 

The Lady of Avenel had before this seen symp- 
toms in her favourite of boyish petulance, and of im- 
patience of censure or reproof. But his present de- 
meanour was of a graver and more determined cha- 
racter, and she was for a moment at a loss how she 
should treat the youth, .who seemed to have at once 
assumed the character not only of a man, but of a 
hold and determined one* She paused an instant, 
and then assuming the dignity which was natural to 
her, she said, u Js it tome, Roland, that you hold this 
l^ugu^ge? Is it for the purpose of making me repent 
the favour I have shown you, that you declare your- 
self independent, both of an earthly and a heavenly 
master? Have you forgotten what you were, and to 
what the loss of my protection would speedily again 
xeduce you?*' 

** Lady," said the page, " I have forgot nothing. 
I remember buttoo much. I know, that but for you, 
I should have perished in yon blue waves," pointing 
as he spoke to the lake which was seen through the 
window, agitated by the western wind. " Your 
goodness has gone farther, madam<*-you have pro- 
tected me agamst the malice of others, and against 
my own folly. You are free, if you are willing, to 
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abandon the orphan you have reared, You have left 
nothing undone by him, and he complains of nothing. 
And yet, lady, do not think I have been ungrateful 
—I have endured something on my part, which I 
would have borne for the sake of no one but my be- 
nefactress." 

" For my sake!" said the lady; " and what is At 
that I can have subjected you to endure, which can 
be remembered with other feelings than those qf 
thanks and gratitude?" 

<( You are too just, madam! to require me to be 
thankful for the cold neglect with which your hus- 
band has uniformly treated me— -neglect not unmin- 
gled with fixed aversion. You are too just, madam, 
to require me to be grateful for the constant and un- 
ceasing marks of scorn and malevolence with which 
I have been treated by others, or for such a homily as 
that with which your reverend chaplain has at my 
expense, this very day regaled the assembled house- 
hold." 

"Heard mortal ears the like of this!" said the 
waiting-maid, with her hands expanded, and her 
eyes turned up to heaven, u he speaks as if he were 
son of an earl, or of a belted knight at the least pen- 
ny." 

The page glanced on her a look of supreme- con- 
tempt, but vouchsafed no other answer. His mis- 
tress, who began to feel herself seriously offended, 
and yet sorry for the youth's folly, took up the same 
tone. 

" Indeed, Roland, you forget yourself so strange- 
ly," said she, " that you will tempt me to take seri- 
ous measures to lower you in your own opinion, by 
reducing you to your proper station in society." 

44 And that," added Lilias; u would be best done 
by turning him out the same beggar's brat your la- 
dyship took him in." 

44 Lilias speaks too rudely," continued the lady, 
" but she has spoken the truth, young man; nor do I 
think I ought to spare that pride which hath so com- 
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pletely turned your head. You have been tricked up 
with fine garments and treated like the son of a gen- 
tleman, until you have forgot the fountain of your 
churlish blood." 

44 Craving your pardon, most honourable madam, 
X»ilias hath not spoken truth, nor does your ladyship 
know aught of my descent, which should entitle you 
to treat it with such decided scorn. I am no beg- 
gar's brat— my grandmother begged from no one, 
here nor elsewhere— she would have perished soon- 
er on the bare moor. We were harried out and driv- 
en from our home*— a chance which has happened 
elsewhere, and to others. Avenel Castle, with its 
lake and its towers, was not at all times able to pro* 
tect its inhabitants from want and desolation." 

" Hear but his assurance!" said Lilias, u he up- 
braids my lady with the distresses of her family." 

u It had indeed been a theme more gratefully spar- 
ed," said the lady, affected nevertheless with the al- 
lusion. 

"It was necessary, madam, for my vindication," 
said the page, " or I had not even hinted at a word 
that might give you pain. But believe, honoured 
lady, I am of no churl's blood. My proper descent 
I know not, but my only relation has said, and my 
heart has echoed it back and attested the truth, that 
1 am sprung of gentle blood and deserve gentle 
usage." 

* And upon an assurance so vague as this," said 
the lady, " do you propose to expect all the regard, 
all the privileges, due to high rank and to distin- 
guished birtt), and become a contender for privi- 
leges which are only due to the noble ? Go to, sir, 
know yourself, or the master of the household shall 
make you know you are liable to the scourge as a 
malapert boy. You have tasted too little the disci- 
pline fit for your age and station." 

* The master of the household shall taste of my 
dagger, ere I taste of his discipline," said the page, 
giving way to his restrained passion. " Lady, I have 
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been too long the vassal of a pantoufle, and the slave 
of a silver whistle. You must find some other to 
answer your call; and let him be of birth and spirit 
mean enough to brook the scorn of your menials, and 
to call a church vassal his master/' 

u I have deserved this insult, 7 ' "said the lady, co- 
louring deeply, a for so long enduring and fostering 
your petulance. Begone, sir. Leave this castle to- 
night-— I will send you the means of subsisting yourself 
till you find some honest mode of support, though I 
fear your imaginary grandeur will be above all others, 
save those of rapine and violence. Begone, sir, and 
see my face tio more." 

The page threw himself at her feet in an agony of 
sorrow. u My dear and honoured mistress — " he 
said, but was unable to bring out another syllable. 

u Arise, sir," said the lady, "and let go my man- 
tle — hypocrisy is a poor cloak for ingratitude." 

a I am incapable of either, madam," said the page, 
springing up with the exchange of passion which be- 
longed to his rapid and impetuous temper. u Think 
not I meant to implore permission to reside here; it 
has been long my determination to leave Avenel. 
And I will never forgive myself for having permit- 
ted you to say the word begone^ ere I said * I leave 
you.' I did but kneel to ask your forgiveness for an 
ill-considered word, used in the height of displeasure, 
but which ill became my mouth, as addressed toyoiu 
Other grace I asked not— you have done much for 
me — but I repeat, that you better know what you 
yourself have done, than what I have suffered." 

" Roland," said the lady, somewhat appeased and 
relenting towards her favourite, u you had me to ap- 
peal to when you were aggrieved. You were neither 
called upon to suffer wrong, nor entitled to resent 
it, when you were under my protection." 

" And what," said the youth, u if I sustained 
wrong from those you loved and favoured, was*I to 
disturb your peace with idle tale-bearings and eter- 
nal complaints? No, madam; I have borne my own 
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burthen in silence, and without disturbing you with 
murmurs; and the respect which you accuse me of 
wanting, furnishes the only reason why I have nei* 
ther appealed to you, nor taken vengeance at m~ own 
hand in a manner far more effectual. It is well, 
however, that we part. I was not born to be a sti- 
pendiary, favoured by his mistress, until ruined by 
the calumnies of others. May Heaven multiply its 
choicest blessings, on your honoured head; and, for 
your sake, upon all that are dear to you!" 

He was about to leave the apartment, when the la* 
dy called on him to return. He stood still, while 
she thus addressed him; " It was not my intention, 
nor would it be Just, even in the height of my dis- 
pleasure, to dismiss you without the means of sup- 
port; take this purse of gold." 

" Forgive me, lady," said the boy, " and let me 
go hence with the consciousness that I have not been 
degraded to the point of accepting alms. If my poor 
services can be placed against the expense of my ap- 
parel and my maintenance, I only remain debtor to 
you for my life, and that alone is a debt which I can 
never repay; put up then that purse, and only say, 
instead, that you do not part from me in anger." 

" No, not in anger," said the lady, " in sorrow ra- 
ther for your wilfulness; but take the gold, you can 
not but need it." A 

" May God evermore bless you for the kind tone ; 
and the kind word; but the gold I can. not take. lam 
able of body, and do not lack friends so wholly as 
you may think; for the time may come that I may 
yet show myself more thankful than by mere words." ' 
He threw himself on his knees, kissed the hand 
which she did not withdraw, and then hastily left the 
apartment. 

Lilias, for a moment or two, kept her eye fixed on 
her mistress, who looked so unusually pale, that she 
seemed about to faint; but the lady instantly recover- 
ed herself, and declining the assistance which her at- 
tendant offered her, walked to her own apartment. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Thou hast etch secret of the household, Francis, 
I dare be sworn thou hast been in the buttery, 
Steeping thy curious humour in fat ale, 
And in the butler's tattle — ay, or chatting 
With the glib waiting-woman o'er her comfits—* 
These bear the key to each domectic mystery. 

OlD PtAY. 

♦ 

Upon the morrow succeeding the scene we have 
described, the disgraced favourite left the Castle; 
and at breakfast-time the cautious old steward and 
Mrs. Liiias sate in the apartment of the latter per* 
sonage, holding grave converse on the important 
event of the day, sweetened by a small treat of sweet- 
meats, to which the providence of Mr* Wingate had 
added a little flask of racy canary* 

" He is gone at last," said the abigail, sipping her 
glass; " and here is to his good journey." 

44 Amen," answered the steward, gravely, " I wish 
the poor deserted lad no ill." 

u And he is gone like a wild-duck, as he came," 
continued Mrs. Liiias; 41 no lowering of drawbridges, 
or pacing along causeways for him. My master has 
pushed off in the boat which they call the little Herod, 
(more shame to them for giving the name of a Chris- 
tian to wood and iron,) and has rowed himself by 
himself to the further side of the loch, and off and 
away with himself,, and left all his finery strewed 
about his room. I wonder who is to clean his trum- 
pery out after him-— though the things are worth lift- 
ing too." 

" Doubtless, Mrs. Lilias," answered the master of 
the household; u in the which case, I am free to 
think, they will not long cumber the floor." 

u And now tell me, Mr, Wingate," continued the 
damsel, " do not the very cockles of your heart re- 
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joice at the house being rid of this upstart whelp, 
that flung us all into shadow?" 

** Why, Mrs. Lilias," replied Wingate, u as to re- 
joicing— -those who have lived as long in great fa- 
milies as has been my lot, will be in no hurry to re- 
joice at any thing. And for Roland Graeme, though 
he may be a good riddance in the main, yet what 
says the very sooth proverb, 4 Seldom comes a bet- 
ter/ " 

•* Seldom comes a better, indeed!" echoed iVlrs. 
Lilias. " I say, never can come a worse, or one half 
so bad. He might have been the ruin of our poor J 
dear mistress, (here she iwed her kerchief,) body 
and soul, and estate too; for she spent more coin on 
his apparel than on any four servants about the 
house." 

44 Mrs. Lilias," said the sage steward, " I do opine 
that our mistress requireth not this pity at our hands, 
being in all respects competent to take care of her 
own body, soul, and estate into the bargain." 

44 You would not mayhap have said so," answer- 
ed the waiting-woman, rt had you seen how like Lot's 
wife she looked when young master took his leave. 
My mistress is a good lady, and a virtuous and a 
well doing lady, and a well-spoken of — but I would 
not Sir Halbeft had seen her "this morning, for two 
and a plack." 

44 Oh, foy! foy! foy!" reiterated the steward; u ser- 
vants should hear and see, and say nothing. Besides 
that, my lady is utterly devoted to Sir Halbert, as 
well she may, being, as he is, the most renowned 
knight in these parts." 

44 Well, well," said the abigail, " I mean no more 
harm; but they that seek least renown abroad, are 
most apt to find quiet at home, that's all; and my 
lady's lonesome situation is to be considered, that 
made her fain to take up with the first beggar's brat 
that a dog brought her out of the loch." 

44 And, therefore," said the steward, 4t I say, Te- 
joice not too much, or too hastily, Mrs. Lilias, for 
. 6* 
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if your lady wished a favourite to pass away the. 
time, depend upon it, the time will not pass lighter 
now that he is gone; since she will have another fa- 
vourite to choose for herself, and be assured she will 
not lack one." 

44 And where should she choose one, hut among 
her own tried and faithful servants," said Mrs. Li Has, 
" who have .broken her bread, and drank her drink 
for so many years? I have known many a lady as 
high«as she, that never thought either of a friend or 
favourite beyond their own waiting- woman— always 
having a proper respect, at the same time, for their 
old and faithful master of the household, Mr. Win* 
gate." 

44 Truly, Mrs. Lilias," replied the steward, " I do 
partly see the mark at which you shoot, but I doubt 
your bolt will fall short. Matters being with our 
lady as it likes you to suppose, it will neither be 
your crimped pinners, Mrs. Lilias, (speaking of them 
with due respect,) nor my silver hair, or golden 
chain, that will fill up the void which Roland Graeme 
must needs leave in our lady's leisure. There ^H 
be a learned young divine with some new doctrine— 
a learned leech with some new drug— a bold cava- 
lier, who will not be refused the favour of wearing 
her colours at a running at the ring— -a cunning har- 
per that could harp the heart out of woman's breast, 
as they say Signor David Rizzio did to our poor 
Queen; these are the sort of folks who supply the 
loss of a well-favoured favourite, and not an old 
steward, or a middle-aged waiting- woman." 

" Well," said Lilias, 4t vou have experience, Mas* 
ter Wingate, and truly I would my master would 
leave off his pricking hither and thither, and look bet- 
ter after the affairs of his household. , There will be 
a papistrie amongst us next, for what should I see 
among master's clothes but a string of gold beads? I 
promise you, aves and credos both!— I seized on them 
like a falcon." 
" I doubt it not, I doubt it not/' said the steward* 
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sagaciously nodding his head; " I have often noticed 
that the boy had strange observances which savour* 
ed of popery, and that he was very jealous to con- 
ceal them. But you will find the Catholic under the 
Presbyterian cloak as often as the knave under the 
friar's hood*— what then? we are all mortal — Right 
proper beads they arc*" he added, looking attentive- 
ly at them, u and may weigh four ounces oi fine 
gold." 

44 And I will have them melted down presently," 
she said, u before they be the misguiding of some 
poor blinded soul." . 

44 Very cautious, indeed, Mrs. Lilias," said the 
steward, nodding his head in assent. 

44 1 Will have them made," said Mrs. Lilias, 4t in- 
to a pair of shoe-buckles; I would not wear the 
Pope's trinkets, or whatever has once borne the 
shape of them, one inch above my instep, were they 
diamonds, instead of gold— But this is what has 
come of Father Ambrose coming about the Castle, 
as demure as a cat that is about to steal cream." 

44 Father Ambrose is our master's brother," said 
the steward gravely. 

** Very true, Master Wingate," answered the 
dame; u but is that a good reason why he should per- 
vert the-king's liege subjects to papistrie?" 

44 Heaven forbid, Mrs. Lilias," answered the sen- 
tentious major-domo; 44 but yet there are worse folks 
than the papists." 

44 I wonder where they are to be found," said the 
waiting- woman, with some asperity? 4% but I be- 
lieve, Mr. Wingate, if one were to speak to you about 
the devil himself, you would say there were worse 
people than Satan." 

44 Assuredly I might say so," replied the steward, 

44 supposing that I saw Satan standing at my elbow." 

The waiting-woman started, and having exclaimed 

* 4 God bless us?" added, 44 I wonder, Mr. Wingate, 

you can«take pleasure in frightening one thus." 

Mrs. Lilias, I had no such purpose," was 
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the reply; " but look you here — the papists are but 
put down for the present, but who knows how long 
this word present will last? There are two great Po- 
pish earls m the North of England, that abominate 
the very word reformation; I mean the Northumber- 
land and Westmorland Earls, men of power enough 
to shake any throne in Christendom. Then, though 
our Scottish king be, God bless him, a true Protes- 
tant, yet here is his mother that was our queen— -I 
trust there is no harm to say God bless her too — and 
she is a Catholic; and many begin to think she has 
had but hard measure, such as the Hamihons in the 
west, and some of our Border clans here, and the 
Gordons in the north, who are all wishing to see a 
new world; and if such a new world should chance 
to come up, it is like that the Queen will take back 
her own crown, and that the mass and the cross will 
come up, .and then down go pulpits, Geneva-gowns, 
and black silk scull -caps." 

" And have you, Mr. Jasper Wingate, who have 
heard the word, and listened unto pure and precious 
Mr. Henry Warden, have you, 1 say, the patience 
to speak, or but to think, of popery coming down on 
us like a storm, or of the woman Mary again making 
the roval seat of Scotland a throne of abomination? 
No marvel that you are so civil to the cowled monk, 
Father Ambrose, when he comes hither with his 
downcast eyes that he never raises to my lady's face, 
and with his low sweet-toned voice, and his benedi- 
cites, and his beiiisons; and who so ready to take 
them kindly as Mr. Wingate?" 

" Mrs. Liiias," replied the butler, with an air 
which was intended to close the debate, " there are 
reasons for all things. If I received Father Ambrose 
debonairly, and suffered him to steal a word now and 
then with this same Roland Graeme, it was not that 
I cared a brass bodle for his benison or malison 
either, but only because I respected my master's 
blood. And who can 'answer, if Mary tome in 
again, whether he may not be as stout a tree ta lean 
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to as ever bis brother hath proved to us? For down 
goes the Earl of Murray when the Queen comes by 
her own again; and good ; s his luck if he can keep 
the head on his own shoulders. ~ And down goes6or 
Knight, with the Ear), his patron; and who so like 
to mount into his empty saddle as this same Father 
Ambrose? The Pope of Rome can soon dispense 
with his vows, and then we should have Sir Edward 
the soldier, instead of Ambrose the priest." 

Resentment and astonishment kept Mrs. Li Has 
silent, while her old friend, in his self-complacent 
manner, was making known to her his political specu- 
lations. At length her resentment found utterance 
in words of great ire and scorn. * 4 What, Master 
Win gate! have you eaten my mistress's bread, to say 
nothing of my master's, so many years, that you could 
live to think of her being dispossessed of her own 
Castle of Avenel, by a wretched monk who is not a 
drop's, blood to her in the way of relation? I, that 
am but a woman, would try first whether my rock or 
his cowl were the better metal. Shame on you, Mas- 
ter Wingate! If I had not held you as so old an ac- 
quaintance, this should have gone to my lady's ears, 
though I had been called pick-thank and tale-pyet 
for my pains, as when I told of Roland Grame shoot- 
ing the wild swan." 

Master Wingate was somewhat dismayed at per- 
ceiving that the detail which he had given of his 
far-sighted political views had produced on his hear- 
er rather suspicion of his fidelity, than admiration of 
his wisdom, and endeavoured, as hastily as possible, 
to apologize and to explain, although internally ex- 
tremely offended at the unreasonable view, as he 
deemed it, which it had pleased Mistress Lilias 
Bradbourne to take of his expressions; and mentally 
convinced that her disapprobation of his sentiments 
arose solely out of the consideration, that though 
Father Ambrose^ supposing him to become the mas- 
ter of the Castle, would certainly require the services 
of a steward, yet those of . a waiting-woman would. 
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in the supposed circumstances, be altogether super- 
fluods. 

After his explanation had been received as expla- 
nations usually are, the two friends separated; Lilias 
to attend the silver whistle which called her to her 
mistress's chamber, and the sapient major domo to 
the duties of his own department. ^They parted 
with less than their usual degree of reverence and 
regard; for the steward felt that his worldly wisdom 
was rebuked by the more disinterested attachment of 
the waiiing- woman, and Mistress Lilias Bradbourne 
was compelled to consider, her old friend as little, if 
any thing, better than a time-server. 



CHAPTER VII. 

When I ha'e a saxpence under my thumb, 

Then 1 get credit in ilka town; * 

But when 1 am poor, they u\d me gae bye f 

O poverty parts good company. 

Old Soscf. 

While the departure of the page afforded subject 
for the conversation which we have detailed in our 
last chapter, the late favourite was far advanced on 
his solitary journey, without well knowing what was 
its object, or what was likely to be its end. He had 
rowed the skiff in which he left the Castle, to the 
side of the lake most distant from the village, with 
the desire of escaping the notice of the inhabitants. 
'His pride whispered, that he would be, in his dis- 
carded state, only the subject of their wonder and 
compassion; and his generosity told him, that any 
mark of sympathy which his situation should excite, 
might be unfavourably reported at the Castle. A 
trifling incident convinced him he had little to fear 
for his friends on the latter score. He was met by 
a young man some years okier than himself, who had 
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on former occasions been but too happy to be per- 
mitted to share in his sports in the subordinate cha- 
racter of his assistant. Ralph Fisher approached to 
greet him with all the aiacrity of a humble friend. 

u What, Master Roland, abroad on this side, and 
without either hawk or hound?" 

44 Hawk or hound," said Roland, ** I will never 
perhaps hollo to again. I have been dismissed— that 
is, I have left the Castle." 

Ralph was surprised. " What, you are to pass into 
the knight's service, and take the blackjack and the 
lance?" 

44 Indeed," replied Roland Graeme, "lam not— I 
am now leaving the service of Avenel for ever," 

44 And whither are you going then?" said the young 
peasant, - 

14 Nay, that is a question which it craves time to 
answer — I have that matter to determine yet," re- 
plied the disgraced favourite. 

44 Nay, nay," said Ralph, " I warrant you it is the 
same to you which way you go— -my lady would not 
dismiss you till she had put some lining into the 
pouches of your doublet." 

44 Sordid slave!" said Roland Graeme, <4 dost thou 
think I would have accepted a boon from one who 
was giving me over a preygo detraction and to ruin, 
at the instigation of a canting priest and a meddling 
serving woman? The bread that I had bought with 
such an alms would have choked me at the first 
-mouthful*" - 

Ralph looked at his quondam friend with an air 
of wonder not unmixed with contempt. 44 Weh\" he 
said, at length, " no occasion for passion-— each man 
knows his own stomach best— but, were I on a black 
moor at this time of day, not knowing whither I was 
going, I would be glad to have a broad piece or two 
in my pouch, come by them as I could —But perhaps 
you will go with me to my father 7 s— that is, for a 
night, for to morrow we expect my uncle Minelaws 
and all his folkj but, as I said, for one night— — y ] 
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The cold-blooded limitation of the offered shelter 
to one night only, and that tendered most unwilling- 
ly, offended the pride of the discarded favourite. 

" I would rather sleep on the fresh heather, a* I 
have done many a night on less occasion," said Ro- 
land Graeme, " than in that smoky garret of your fa- 
ther's, that smells of peat-smoke and unquebaugh 
like a Highlander's plaid," 

u You may choose, my master, if you are so nice/' 
replied Ralph Fisher, u you may he glad to smell a 
peat-fire, and usquebaugh too, if you journey long in 
the fashion you propose. You might have said God- 
a^mercy lor your proffer though— it is not every one 
who will put themselves in the way pf ill-will by har- 
bouring a discarded serving-man." 

44 Ralph," said Roland Graeme, " I would pray you 
to remember that I have switched you before now, 
and this is the same riding-wand which you have 
tasted." 

Ralph, who was a thickset clownish figure, arrived 
at his full strength, and conscious of the most com- 
plete personal superiority, laughed contemptuously 
at the threats of the slight-made stripling. 

u It may be the same wand," be said, " but not 
the same hand; and that is as good rhyme as if it were 
in a ballad. Look yo% my lady's page that was, 
when your switch was uf>, it was no fear of you, but of 
your betters, that kept mine down-r-and I wot not 
what hinders me frortl clearing old scores with this 
hazel rung, and showing you it was your lady's li- 
very -coat which 1 spared, and not your flesh and 
blood, Master Roland." 

In the midst of his rage Roland Graeme was just 
wise enough to see, that by continuing this alterca- 
tion, he would subject himself to very rude treat- 
ment from the boor, who was so much older and 
stronger than himself; and while his antagonist, with 
a sort of jeering laugh of defiance, seemed to pro- 
voke the contest, he felt the full bitterness of his own 
degraded condition, and burst into a passion of tsars, 
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wfiich he la v*M endeavdtrtcid tb c6nceal witH bStft 
his hands. 

Even the rough cfitiri Was move^l WM thfe dis- 
tress of his quondam companion. 

w Nay, Master RolWnd^fce said, "I did but as 
'tWe^e jest with dice— I Would hot hafm thee, man, 
Were it but for old acquaintaiice sake, fiiii ever 
look- to a mail's inches ertf you tallt of switching- 
why, thiite arm; man, is hut like a spindle compared 
to mine. But hark, I hear old Adam Woodcock 
hollowing to his haWk— Coirie along; man, Wis will 
have a merry afternoon, and go jojttily to my father's, 
iti spite of the peat-smoke and usquebaugh to boot. 
Ma^be we may put yob into some honest way of 
Winning your bread, though it's hard to come by in 
these broken times/* 

The unfortunate page made no answer, noi* did 
he withdraw his hands from his face, and Fisher 
cbntihued in what he imagined a suitable tone of 
comfort. 

-■** Why, man, when you were my lady's minion, 
men held you proud, and some thought you a pa- 
pist, and I wot not what; and so, now that you have 
no one to bear you out, you must be companionable 
and hearty, and wait on the minister's examinations, 
arid put these things out of folk's head; and if he 
says you are in fault, you must jouk your head to 
the stream; and if a gentleman, or a gentleman's 
gentletrian, gives you a rough word, or a#ght blow, 
you' must only say, thank you' for dusting my dou- 
blet, or the like, as I have done by you. — But hark 
to Woodcock's whistle again. Gome, and I will 
teach you all the trick on ? t as we go on." 
'-" " I thank you," said Roland Graeme, endeavour- 
ing to atesume an air of indifference and of superiori- 
ty; <fc but I have another path before me, and, were 
it otherwise, I could not tread in yours." 

a Very triie, Master Roland," replied the cloWn; 
"and every nian knows his own matters best, and 
sb Twill not keep yoii'frdrti the path, as you say, 

you I. 7 
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Give us a grip of your hand, man, for auld laog 
syne. — What! not clap palms ere we part? — well, 
so be it — a wilful man will have his way — and so, 
farewell, and the blessing of the morning to you." 

" Good-morrow — goo£- morrow," said Roland, 
hastily; and the clown walked lightly off, whistling 
as he went, and glad, apparently, to be rid of an ac- 
quaintance, whose claims might be troublesome, 
and who had no longer the means to be serviceable 
to him. 

Roland Graeme compelled himself to walk on 
while they were within sight of each other, that his 
former inmate mijnt not augur any vacillation of 
purpose, or uncertainty of object, from his remain- 
ing on the same spot; but the effort was a painful 
one. He seemed stunned, as it were, and giddy; 
the earth on which he stood felt as if unsound, and 
quaking under his feet like the surface of a bog* and 
he had once or twice nearly fallen, though the path 
he trod was of firm green-sward. He kept resolutely 
moving forward, in spite of the internal agitation to 
which these symptoms belonged, until the distant 
form of his acquaintance disappeared behind the 
s,lope of a hill, when his heart gave way at once; and, 
sitting down on the turf, remote from human ken, 
he gave way to the natural expressions of wounded 
pride, grief, and fear, and wept with unrestrained 
profusio%and unqualified bitterness. 

When ityp first violent paroxysm of. his feelings 
had subsided, the deserted and friendless youth felt 
that mental relief which usually follows such dis- 
charges of sorrow. The tears continued to chase 
each other down his cheeks, but they were no long- 
er accompanied by the same sense, of desolation; an 
afflicting yet milder sentiments was awakened in his 
mind, by the recollection of his benefactress, of the 
unwearied kindness which had attached her to him, 
in spite of many acts of provoking petulance, now ref 
collected as offences of a deep dye, which had pro- 
tected him against the machinations of others, as well 
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bs against the consequences of his own folly, and 
would have continued to do so, had not the excess 
of his presumption compelled her to withdraw her 
protection. 

Whatever indignity F have borne," he said, 

has been the just reward of my own ingratitude^ And 
have I done well to accept the hospitality, the more 
than maternal kindness of my protectress, yet to de- 
tain from her the knowledge of my religion? — but 
she shall know that a Catholic. has as much gratitude 
as a puritan-— that I have been thoughtless, but not 
wicked — that in my wildest moments I have loved, 
respected, and honoured her — and that the orphan 
boy might indeed be heedless, but was never ungrate* 
fill." 

He turned, sib these thoughts passed through his 
-mind, and began hastily to retread his footsteps to* 
wards the castle. But he checked the first eager- 
ness of his repentant haste, when he reflected on the 
scorn and contempt with which the family were like- 
ly to see the return of the fugitive, humbled, as they 
must .necessarily suppose him, into a supplicant, who 
requested pardon for his fault, and permission to re- 
turn t^Jns service. He slackened his pace, but he 
stood not still. 

4i I care not," he resolutely determined; "let them 
wink, point, nod, -sneer, speak of the conceit which is 
humbled, of the pride which has had a fall — I care 
not; it is a penance due to my folly, and I will en- 
dure it with patience. But if she also, my benefac- 
tress, if she also should think me sordid and weak- 
spirited enough to beg, not for her pardon alone, but 
for a renewal of the advantages Which I derived from 
T her favour — her suspicion of my meanness I can not 
— -I will not brook." 

He stood still, and his pride rallying with consti- 
tutional obstinacy against his more just feeling, urged 
that he would incur the scorn of the Lady of Avenel, 
gather than obtain her favour, by following the course 
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which the fast ardour of his repentant feedings had 
dictated to him. 

" If I had but some plausible pretext," he thought, 
u some ostensible reason for my return; spnie, reaspn 
to allege which might show I c^rne not as a degrad- 
ed supplicant, or a discarded menial, I might go 
thither — but as I am, I cpn nox— jny heart wpu)d leap 
from its place and burst." 

As these thoughts passed through his mind, some- 
thing passed in the air so near him as to dazzle his 
eyes, and almost to brush the plume in his cap. He 
looked up — it was the favourite falcon of Sir Haltattt, 
which, flying round his head, seemed tp claim hj$ at- 
tention, as th^t of a well-known friend* Roland ex- 
tended his arm, and gave the well- known whoop, and 
the falcon instantly fettled PP his wriest, and beg^n to 
plume itself, glancing at the yputb froni tirne.tp time, 
an acute ^nd bri^ant glance of its hazel eye, which 
seemeo). to «^sk why ,he caressed it not with his mml 
fondness. 

" Ah, Diamond!" Jje ?»!& 3* if the bird under- 
stood him, " thqu arid I rnust be strangers hencefor- 
ward* Many a gallant stopp have I seen thee incite, 
and n>any $ brave herpn strike down; but that i$ all 
over, and there is no hawking more for Hie.'' 

" And why not, Jyiasjer Roland," said Adam 
JVoodcock the falconer, who came at that instant 
from behind a few alder bushes which had concealed 
hun from vieiy," \yhy should there be no more hawk- 
ing for you? Why, inap, what were pur life without 
our sports— ;thou know'sj the jqlly old song— 



And ratber would Allan in dungeon He, 
"Thin five at large where the falcon can not flv; 
And Allan would rather lie in Sexton's pound, 
Than live where he follow'd not the merry hawk and hound* 

The voice of the honest falconer was hearty and 
friendly, and the tone in which he half sung half re- 
cited his rude ballad, implied honest frankness and 
cordiality. But remembrance of their quarrel, and 
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its consequences, embarrassed Roland, and prevents 
ed his reply. The falconer saw his hesitation and 
guessed the cause. 

" What now," said he, " Master Roland? <1© you, 
"who are half an Englishman, think that I, who am a 
whole one, would keep up anger at you, and you in 
distress? That were like some of the Scots, (my mas- 
ter's reverence always excepted,) who can be fair and 
false, and wait their time, and keep their mind, as 
they say, to themselves, and touch pot and flagon 
with you, and hunt and hawk with you, and, after all, 
when tilde serves, pay off some old feud with the 
point of the dagger. Canny Yorkshire has no memo- 
ry for such old sores. Why, man, an you had hit me 
a rough blow, may be I would rather have taken it 
from you than a rough word from another; for you 
have a good notion of falconry, though you stand up 
for washing the meat for the eyasses. So give m 
your hand, man, and bear no malice*" 

Roland, though he felt his proud blood rebel at 
the familiarity of honest Adam's address, could not 
resist its downright frankness. Covering his face 
with the one hand, he held out the other to the fal- 
coner, and returned with readiness his friendly grasp. 

44 Why, this is hearty now," said Woodcock; u I 
always said you had a kind heart, though you have a 
spice of the devil in your disposition, that is certain. 
I came this way with the falcon on purpose to find^ 
you, and yon half-bred iubbard told me which way 
you took flight. You ever thought too much of that 
kestril kite, Master Roland, and he knows nought of 
sport after all, but what he caught from you. I saw 
how it had been betwixt you, and I sent him put of 
my company with a wanion— I would rather have a 
rifler on my perch than a false knave at my elbow— 
And now, Master Roland, tell me what way wing 
ye?" 

44 That is as God pleases," replied the page, with 
.a sigh which he could not suppress. * 

44 Nay, man, never droop a fesitbfex fat YrcAwa casx 
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off, said the falconer; u who knows but you may soar 
the better and fairer flight for all this yet-— Look at 
Diamond there, 'tis a noble bird, and shows gallantly t 
with his hood and bells and jesses; but there is many 
a wild falcon in Norway that would not change pro- 
perties with him—- And that is what I would say of 
you. You are no longer my lady's page, and you 
will not clothe so fair, or feed so well, or sleep so 
soft, or show so gallant — What of all that? if you are 
not her page, you are your own man, and may go 
where you will, without minding whoop or whistle. 
The worst is the loss of the sport; but who knows 
what you may come to? They say, that Sir Halbert 
himself, I speak with reverence, was once glad to be 
the Abbot's forester, and now he has hounds and 
hawks of his own, and Adam Woodcock for a fal- 
coner to the boot." 

44 You are right, and say well, Adam," answered 
the youth, the blood mantling in his cheeks, u the 
falcon will soar higher without his bells than with 
them, though the bells be made of silver." 

4t Thar is cheerily spoken," answered the falconer; 
41 and whither now?" 

44 1 thought of going to the Abbey of Kennaqu- 
hair," answered Roland Graeme, 4t to ask the counsel 
of Father Ambrose." 

44 And joy go with you," said the falconer, 44 though 
it is like you may find the old monks in some sorrow; 
they say the commons are threatening to turn them 
out of their cells, and make a devil's mass of it in 
the old church, thinking they have forborne that 
sport too long; and troth I am clear of the same opin- 
ion." 

" Then will Father Ambrose be the better of hav- 
ing a friend beside him!" said the page manfully. 

44 Ay, hut, my young fearnought," replied the fal- 
coner, 44 the friend will scarce be the better of being 
beside Father Ambrose — he may come by the red- 
der's lick, and that is ever the worst of the battle." 

u I care noffor that," said the page, " the dread 
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of a lick should not hold me back; but I fear I may 
bring trouble between the brothers by visiting Father 
Ambrose. I will tarry to night at Saint CuthbertV 
cell, where the old priest will give me a night's shel- 
ter; and I will send to Father Ambrose to ask his ad- 
vice before I go down to the convent." 

" By our lady," said the falconer, ** and that h a 
likely plan— and now," he continued, exchanging his 
frankness of manner for a sort of awkward embarrass- 
ment, as if he had somewhat to say that he had no 
ready means to bring oqt— " and now, you wot well 
that I wear a pouch for my hawks' meat, and so forth; 
but wot you what it is lined with, Master Roland?" -. 

44 With leather, to be sure," replied Roland, some- 
what surprised at the hesitation with which Adam 
Woodcock asked a question so simple, 

44 With leather, lad?" s^id V^qpHco^i 44 ay; and 
with silver to the boot of that- See here," he said, 
showing a secret slit in the lining of his bag of office 
>— 44 here they are, thirty good Harry groats as ever 
were struck in bluff old Hal's time, and te,n, of them 
are right heartily at your service; and now the mur- 
der is out." 

Roland's first idea was to refuse this assistance; 
but he recollected the vows of humiiity which he 
had just taken upon him, and it occurred that this 
was the opportunity to put his new-formed resolution 
to the test. Assuming a strong command of him- 
self, he answered Adam Woodcock with as much 
frankness as his nature permitted him to wear, in doing 
what was so contrary to his inclinations, that he ac- 
cepted thankfully of his kind offer, while, to sooth 
his own reviving pride, he could not help adding, 
11 he hoped soon to requite the obligation." 

44 That as you list—that as you list, young man;" 
said the falconer, with glee, counting out and deliv- 
ering to his young friend the supply he had so gen- 
erously offered, and then adding, with great cheer- 
fulness, — 44 Now you may go through the world; for 
he that can back a horse, wind a horn, hoUov* ^ ^c^j * 
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hound, fly a hawk, and play at sword and buckler, 
with a whole pair of shoes, a green jacket, and ten 
lily-white groats in his pouch, may bid Father Care 
hang himself in his own jesses* Farewell, and God 
be with you. 

So saying, and as if desirous to avoid the thanks 
of his companion, he turned hastily round and left 
JRoland Graeme to pursue his journey alone. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The sacred tapers' lights are gone, 
Gray moss has clad the altar stone, 
The holy image is o'erthrown, 

The bell has ceased to toll. 
The long ribb'd aisles are burst and sunk, 
The holy shrines to ruin sunk, 
Departed is the pious monk, 

God's blessing on. his soul. 

Reditiva. 

The Cell of Saint Cuthbert, as it was called, mark* 
-ed 1 , or was supposed to mark, one of those restjng- 
places, which that venerable saint was pleased to as- 
sign to his monks, when they, being driven from Lin* 
diafern by the Danes, became a peripatetic society 
of religionists; und bearing their patron's body on 
their shoulders, transported him from place to place, 
through Scotland and the borders of England, until 
he was pleased at length to spare thern the pain of 
bearing him farther, and to choose his ultimate place 
of rest in the lordly towers of Durham. The odour 
of his sanctity remained behind him at each place 
where he had granted the monks a transient respite 
from their labours; and proud were those who could 
assign, as his temporary resting-place, any spot with- 
in their vicinity. Few were more celebrated and 
honoured than the. well known Cell of Saint Cuth- 
bcrt, to which Jioland Graeme now bent his way, 
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situated considerably to the north-west of the great 
Abbey of Kennaquhair, on which it was depend- 
ent. In the neighbourhood were some of those 
recommendations which weighed with the experienc- 
ed priesthood of Rome, in choosing their sites for 
places of religion. 

There was a well, possessed of some medicinal 
qualities, which, of course, claimed the saint for its 
guardian and patron, and occasionally produced some 
advantage to the recluse who inhabited his cell, since 
none could reasonably be expected to be benefited 
by the fountain who did not extend -their bounty to 
the saint's chaplain. A few roods of fertile land af- 
forded the monk his plot of garden ground; an emi- 
nence well clothed with trees rose behind the cell, 
and sheltered it from the north and the east, while 
the front opening to the south-west, looked up a wild, 
£>ut pleasant valley, down which wandered a lively 
brook, which battled with every $tpne that interrupt- 
ed its passage. 

The cell itself was rather plainly than rudely built 
—a low Gothic building with two small apartments, 
one of which served the priest for his dwelling place, 
the other for his chapel. As there were few of the 
^ecular clergy who durst venture to reside so near 
trie Border, the assistance of this monk in spiritual 
affairs had not been useless to the community, while 
die Catholic religion retained the ascendency; as he 
could marry, christen, and administer the other sa- 
craments of the Roman church* Of late, howevery 
as the Protestant doctrines gained ground, he had 
found it convenient to live in close retirement, and 
to avoid as much as possible, drawing upon himself 
observation or animadversion. The appearance of 
his habitation, however, when Roland Ora&i^e cam? 
before it in the close of the evening, plajniy sjipwecji 
that his caution had been finally ineffectual. 

The page's first movement was to knock at th$ 
door, when he observed, to his surprise, that it was 
<H>en, not frpna being left unlatched, but bccm^ 
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beat off its upper hinge, it was only fastened to the 
door- post by the lower, and could therefore no longer 
perform its functions. Somewhat alarmed at this, 
and receiving no answer when he knocked and call- 
ed, Roland began to look more at leisure upon the 
exterior of the little dwelling, before he ventured to 
enter it. The flowers, which had been trained with 
care against the walls, seemed to have been re- 
cently torn down, and trailed their dishonoured gar- 
lands on the earth; the latticed window was broken 
and dashed in. The garden, which the monk had 
maintained by his constant labour in the highest or- 
der and beauty, bore marks of having been lately trod 
down and destroyed by the hoofs of animals and the 
feet of men. 

The sainted spring had not escaped. It was wont 
to arise beneath a canopy of ribbed arches, with 
which the devotion of elder times had secured and 
protected its healing waters. These arches were 
now almost entirely demolished, and the stones of 
which they were built were tumbled into the well, 
as if with- the purpose of choking up and destroying 
the fountain, which, as it had shared in other days 
the honour of the saint, was, in the present, doomed 
to partake his unpopularity. Part of the roof had 
been pulled down from the house itself, and an at- 
tempt had been made with crows and levers upon 
one of the angles, by which several large corner- 
-stones had been forced out of their place; but the so- 
lidity of ancient mason-work had proved too great 
for the time or patience of the assailants, and they 
had relinquished their task of destruction. Such 
dilapidated buildings, after the lapse of years, during 
which nature has gradually covered the effects of vio- 
lence with creeping plants, and with weather stains, 
exhibit, amid their decay, a melancholy beauty, But 
when the visible effects of violence appear taw and 
recent, there is.no feeling to mitigate the sense of 
devastation with which they impress the spectators: 
and such was now the scene on which the youthfuj 
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page gazed, with the painful feelings it was qualified 
to excite. 

When his first momentary surprise was over, Ro- 
land Graeme was at no loss to conjecture the cause 
of these ravages. The destruction 'of the Popish 
edifices did not take place at once throughout Scot- 
land, but at different times, and according to the 
spirit which actuated the reformed clergy; some of 
whom instigated their hearers to these acts of de- 
molition; and others, with better taste and feeling, 
endeavoured to protect the ancient shrines, while 
they desired to see them purified from the objects 
which had attracted idolatrous devotion. From time 
to time, therefore, the populace of the Scottish towns 
and villages, when instigated either by their own 
feelings of abhorrence tor Popish superstition, or by 
the zealous doctrines of the more zealous preachers, 
resumed the work of destruction, and exercised it 
upon some sequestered church, chapel, or cell, which 
had escaped the first burst of their indignation against 
the religion of Rome. In many places, the vices of 
the Catholic clergy, arising out of the wealth and 
the corruption of that tremendous hierarchy, fur- 
nished too good an apology for wreaking vengeance 
Upon the splendid edifices which they inhabited; and 
of this an old Scottish historian gives a remarkable 
instance. 

" Why mourn ye!" said an aged matron, seeing the 
discontent of some of the citizens, while a stately 
convent was burned by the multitude, u why mourn 
ye for its destruction? If you know half the flagitious 
wickedness which has been perpetrated within that 
house, you would rather bless the divine judgment, 
which permits not even the senseless walls which 
screened such profligacy, any longer to cumber 
Christian ground." 

But although, in many instances, the destruction 
of the Roman Catholic buildings might be, in the 
matron's way of judging, an act of justice, and in 
others an act of policy, there is no doubt that the 
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humour of demolishing monuments of ancient pietjf 
and munificence, and that in a poor country like Scot- 
land, where there was no chance of their being repla- 
ced, was both useless, mischievous, and barbarous. 

In the present instance, the unpretending and 
quiet seclusion of the monk of St. CuthberVs had 
hitherto saved him from the general wreck; but it 
would seem ruin had now at length reached hinl. 
Anxious to discover, if he had at least escaped per- 
sonal harm, Roland Graeme now entered the half-ru- 
ined cell. 

The interior of the building was in a state which 
fully justified the opinion he had formed from its ex- 
ternal injuries. The few rude utensils of the solitary's 
Hut were broken down and lay scattered on the floor, 
where it seemed as if a fire had been made with 
some of the fragments to destroy the rest of his pro- 
perty, and to consume, in particular, the rude old 
image of Saint Cuthbert, in its episcopal habit, which 
lay on the hearth like Dagon of yore, shattered with 
the axe and scorched with the names, but only paf- 
tially destroyed. In the little apartment which serv- 
ed as a chapel, the altar was overthrown, and the 
four huge stones of which it had been composed lay 
scattered around the floor. The large stone crucifix 
which occupied the niche behind the altar, and front- 
ed the supplicant while he paid his devotion there, 
had been pulled down, arid dashed by its own weight 
into three fragments. There Were marks of sledge- 
hammers on each of these; yet the image had been 
saved from utter demolition by the size and strength 
of the remaining fragments, which, though much in- 
jured, retained enough of the original sculpture to 
show what it had been intended to represent. 

Roland Graeme, secretly' nursed in the tenets of 
Rome, saw with horror the profanation of the most 
sacred emblem, according to his creed, of our holy 
religion. 

u It is the badge of our redemption," he said, 
" which the felons hive dared to violate — would to 
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.God my weak strength were able to replace it>~*my 
humble strength to atone for the sacrilege!" 

He stooped to the task he first meditated, and with 
a sudden, and to himself almost an incredible exer- 
tion of power, he lifted up the one extremity of the 
lower shaft of the cross, and rested it upon the edge 
of the large stone which served for its pedestal* En- 
couraged by this success, he applied his force to the 
other extremity, and, to his own astonishment, suc- 
ceeded 90 far as to erect the lower end of the limb 
into the socket, out of which it had been forced, and 
to place this fragment of the image upright. 

While he was employed in this labour, or rather 
at the very moment when he had accomplished die 
elevation of the fragment, a voice, in thrilling and 
well-known accents, spoke behind him these words: 
— " Well done, thou good and faithful servant? 
Thus would I again meet the child of my love r -*the 
hope of my aged eyes." 

Roland turned round in astonishment, and the tall 
commanding form of Magdalen Gra&me stood beside 
him. She was. arrayed in a sort of loose habit, in 
form like that worn by penitents in Catholic coun- 
tries, but black in colour, and approaching as near to 
a pilgrim's cloak as it was safe to wear in a country 
where the suspicion of Catholic devotion in many 
places endangered the safety of those who were sus- 
pected of attachment to the ancient faith. Roland 
Graeme threw himself at her feet. She raised and 
embraced him with affection indeed, but not unmixed 
with a gravity which amounted almost to sternness. 

" Thou hast kept well," she said, * the bird in thy 
hosom. As a boy, as a youth, thou hast held fast 
thy faith amongst heretics— thou hast kept thy secret 
and mine own amongst thine enemies. I wept when 
I parted from you— I, who seldom weep, then shed 
tears, (ess for thy death than for thy spiritual danger 
—I dared not even see thee to bid thee a last farewell 
—my grief, my swelling grief, had betrayed me to 
these heretics* But thou hast been faithful— down, 
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86 THE ABBOT. 

down on thy knees before the' holy sign, which ill 
men injure and blaspheme; down, and praise saints 
and angels for the grace they have done thee, in pre- 
serving thee from the leprous plague which cleaves 
to the house in which thou wert nurtured." 

" If, my mother — so I must ever call you," repli- 
ed Graeme, — " if I am returned such as thou wouldst 
wish me, thou must thank the care of the pious fa- 
ther Ambrose, whose instructions confirmed your 
early precepts, and taught me at once to be faithful 
and to be silent." 

" Be he blessed for it!" said she, u blessed in the 
cell and in the field, in the pulpit and at the altar 
— the saints rain blessings on him!*— *hey are just, 
and employ his pious care to counteract the evils 
which his detested brother works against the realm 
and the church,— but he knew not of thy lineage?" 

" I could not tell him," answered Roland, u that 
myself. I knew bat darkly from your words,, that 
Sir Halbert Glendinning holds mine inheritance, and 
that I am of blood as noble as runs in the veins^of 
any Scottish Baron*— these ar« things not to be for- 
gotten, but for the explanation I must now look to 
you." 

" And when time suits thou shalt not ask for it in 
vain. But men say, my son, that thou art bold and 
sudden; and those who bear such tempers are not 
lightly to be trusted with what will strongly move 
them." 

" Say rather, my mother," returned Roland Graeme, 
" that I am laggard and cold blooded— what patience 
or endurance can you require of which he is not ca- 
pable, who for years has heard his religion ridiculed 
and insulted, yet failed to plunge his dagger in the 
blasphemer's bosom!" * 

" Be contented, my child," replied Magdalen 
Graeme; "the time, which then and even now de- 
mands patience, will soon ripen to that'of effort and 
action — great events are on the wing, and thou—- 
thou shalt have thy share of advancing them. Xhofi 
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hast Relinquished the service of the Lady of Ave- 
nel?" 

■* I have been dismissed from it, my mother— ^-1 
have lived to be dismissed, as if I were the meanest 
^ the train." 

- u, It is the better, my child," replied she; u thy 
mind will be the more hardened to undertake that 
which must be performed." 

" Let it be nothing, then, against the Lady of Ave* 
nel," said tjie page, u as thy look and words seem to 
imply. I have eaten her bread— I have experienced 
her favour— I will neither injure nor betray her." 

44 Of that hereafter, my, son," said she; u but learn 
this, that it is not for thee to capitulate in thy duty, 
and to say, this will I do, and that will I leave un- 
done— No^ Roland! God and man will no longer 
abide the wickedness of this generation, — Seest thou 
these fragments — knowest thou what they represent? 
— and canst thou think it is for thee to make dis- 
tinctions amongst a race so accursed by heaven, that 
they renounce, violate, blaspheme, and destroy what- 
soever we are commanded to believe in, whatsoever 
we are commanded to reverence?" 

As she spoke, she bent her head towards the bro- 
ken image, with a countenance in which strong re- 
sentment and zeal were mingled with an expression 
of ecstatic devotion; she raised her left hand aloft as 
in the act of making a vow, and thus proceeded: 
44 Bear witness forme, holy saint, within whose vio- 
lated temple we stand< that as it is not for vengeance 
of my own that my hate pursues these people, so nei- 
ther for any favour or earthly affection towards any 
amongst them, will I withdraw my hand from the 
plough, when it shall pass over the devefced furrow! 
bear witness, holy saint, once thyself a wanderer and 
fugitive as we are now — bear witness, Mother of 
Mercy^ Queen of Heaven — bear witness, saints and 
angels!" 

In this high strain of enthusiasm, she stood rais- 
ing her eyes through the fractured roof of \h* nwoXx^ 
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to the stars which now began to twinkle through the 
pale twilight, while the long gray tresses which hung 
down over her shoulders waved in the night-breeze, 
which the chasm and fractured windows admitted 
freely. 

Roland Graeme was too much awed by early ha- 
bits, as well as by the mysterious import of her 
words, to ask for further explanation of the purpose 
she obscurely hinted at. Nor did she farther press 
him on the subject; for, having concluded her prayer 
or obtestation, by clasping her hands together with 
solemnity, and then signing herself with the cross, 
she again addressed her grandson, in a tone more 
adapted to the ordinary business of life. 

u Thou must hence," she said, •* Roland, thou must 
hence, but not till morning— And now, how wilt thou 
shift for thy night's quarters? — thou hasf been more 
softly bred than when we were companions in the 
misty hills of Cumberland and Liddcsdale." 

u I have at least preserved, my good mother, the 
habits which I then learned— -can lie hard, and think 
it no hardship* Since I have been a wanderer I have 
been a hunter, and fisher, and fowler; and each of 
these is accustomed to sleep freely in a worse shelter 
than sacrilege has left us here." 

" Than sacrilege has left us here!" said the ma- 
tron, repeating his words, and pausing on them. 
"Most true, my son; and God's faithful children are 
now worse sheltered, when they lodge in God's own 
house and the demesne of his blessed saints. We 
shall sleep cold here, under the night-wind, which 
whistles through the breaches which heresy has 
made. They shall lie warmer who made them — ay, 
and through a long hereafter." 

Notwithstanding the wild and singular expressions 
of this female, she seemed to retain towards Roland 
Graeme, in. a strong degree, that affectionate and 
sedulous love which women bear to their nurslings 
and the children dependent on their care. It seem- 
ed as if she would not permit him to do aught for 




himself which in former days her attention had been 
used to do for him, and that she considered the tall 
stripling before her as being equally dependent on 
her careful attention as when he was the orphan child, 
who had owed all to her affectionate solicitude. 

", What hast thou to eat now?" she said, as, leav* 
itig the Chapel, they went into the deserted habita- 
tion of the priest; u or what means of kindling a fire, 
to defend thee from this raw and inclement air? 
Poor child! thou hast made slight provisions for a 
long journey; nor hast thou skill to help thyself by 
wit, when means are seamy. But Our Lady has 
placed by thy side one to whom want, in all its forms, 
is as familiar as plenty and splendour have formerly 
been. And with want, Roland, come the arts of 
which she is the> inventor." 

With an active and officious diligence, which 
strangely contrasted with her late abstracted and 
high tone of Catholic devotion, she set about her do- 
mestic arrangements for the evening. A pouch, 
which was hidden under her garment, produced a 
flint and steel, and from the scattered fragments 
around (those pertaining to the image of Saint Cuth- 
bert scrupulously excepted) she obtained splinters 
sufficient to raise a sparkling and cheerful fire on the 
hearth of the deserted cell. 

" And now," she said, " for needful food." 

u Think not of it, mother," said Roland, " unless 
you yourself feel hunger. It is a little thing for me 
to endure a night's abstinence, and a small atonement 
for the necessary transgression of the rules of the 
Church, upon which I was compelled during my stay 
in the castle." 

u Hunger for myself!" answered the matron*— • 
44 Know, youth, that a mother knows not hunger till 
that of her child is satisfied." And with affection- 
ate inconsistence T totally different from her usual 
manner, she added, u Roland, you must not fast; you 
have dispensation; you are young, and to youth food 
and sleep are necessaries not to be dispensed with. 

8* 
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Husband your strength, my child,— your sovereign, 
your religion, your country, require it. Let age 
macerate by fast and vigil a body which can only 
suffer; let youth, in these active times, nourish the 
limbs and the strength which action requires." 

While she thus spoke, the scrip, which had pro- 
duced the means of striking fire, furnished provision 
for a meal; of which she herself scarce partook, but 
anxiously watched her charge, taking a pleasure, re- 
sembling that of an epicure, in each morsel which be 
swallowed, with a youthful appetite which abstinence 
had rendered unusually sharp. Roland readily obey- 
ed her recommendations, and eat the food which, she 
«o affectionately and earnestly placed before him. 
But she shook her head when invited by him in re- 
turn to partake of the refreshment her own cares bad 
furnished; and when his solicitude became more 
pressing, she refused him in a loftier tone of rejec- 
tion. 

" Young man," she said, " you know not to whom, 
or of what, you speak. They to whom Heaven de- 
clares its purpose must merit its communication by 
mortifying the senses; they have that within whicn 
requires not the superfluity of earthly nutriment, 
4 which is necessary to those who are without the 
sphere of the Vision. To them the watch spent in 
prayer is a refreshing slumber, and the sense of do- 
ing the will of Heaven is a richer banquet than the 
tables of monarchs can spread before them! — But do 
thou sleep soft, my son," she said, relapsing from 
the tone of fanaticism into that of maternal affection 
and tenderness;*-**" da thou sleep sound while life is 
but young with thee, and the cares of the day can be 
drowned in the slumbers of the evening. Different 
is thy duty and mine, and as different the means by 
which we must qualify and strengthen ourselves to 
perform it. From thee is demanded strength of 
body— rfrom me, strength of sou U" 

When she thus spoke, she prepared with ready ad- 
dress a pallet-couch, composed partly of the dried 
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leaves which; had once furnished a bed to ihe solita- 
ry, and the guests who occasionally received his hos- 
pitality, and vtbkch r neglected by the destroyers of 
his humble celt, had remained little disturbed in the 
corner allotted for them. To these her care added 
some of the vestures which lay torn and scattered on 
the floor. With a zealous hand she selected all such 
as appeared to have made any part of the sacerdotal 
vestments, laying them aside as sacred from ordi* 
nary purposes, and with the rest she made, with 
dexterous promptness, such a bed as a weary man 
might willingly stretch himself on; and during the 
time she was preparing it, rejected, even with acri- 
mony, any attempt which the youth made to assist 
her, 6r any entreaty which he urged that she would 
accept of the place of rest for her own use. 44 Sleep 
thou," said she, u Roland Graeme, sleep thou — the 
persecuted, the disinherited, orphan — the son -of an 
ill fated mother— sleep thou! I go to pray in the Cha- 
pel beside thee." 

The manner was too enthusiastically earnest, too 
obstinately firm, to permit Roland Graeme to dispute 
her will any further. Yet he felt some shame in giv- 
ing way to it» It seemed as if she had forgotten the 
years that had passed away since their meeting; and 
expected to meet in the tall, indulged, and wilful 
youth whom she had recovered, the passive obedi- 
ence of tfye child whom she had left in the Castle of 
Avenel. This did not fail to hurt her grandson's 
characteristic and constitutional pride. He obeyed in- 
deed, awed into submission by the sudden recur- 
rence of former subordination, and by feelings of 
affection and gratitude. Still, however, he felt the 
yoke. 

44 Have I relinquished the hawk and the hounds" 
he said, " to become the pupil of her pleasure, as if 
I were still a child? I, whom even my envious mates 
allowed to be superior in those exercises which they 
took most pains to acquire, and which came to ir>e 
naturally, as if a knowledge of them had bwv w$ 
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birthright? This may not, and must not be. I will be 
no reclaimed sparrow-hawk, who is carried hooded 
on a woman's wrist, and has his quarry only shown 
to him when his eyes are uncovered for his flight. I 
will know her purpose ere it is proposed to me to 
aid it." 

These, and other thoughts, streamed through the 
mind of Roland Graeme; and although wearied with 
the fatigues of the day, it was long ere he could com* 
pose himself to rest. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Kneel with me— swear it — 'tis not in words I trust, 
Save when they're fenced with an appeal to Heaven. 

Old Play. 

• ■ 

After passing the night in that sound sleep for 
which agitation and fatigue had prepared him, Ro- 
land was awakened by the fresh morning air, and by 
the beams of the rising sun. His first feeling was 
that of surprise; for, instead of looking forth from a 
turret window on the waters of the Lake of Avenel, 
which was the prospect his former apartment afford- 
ed, an unlatticed aperture gave him the view of the 
demolished garden of the banished anchorite. He 
sate up on his couch of leaves, and arranged in his 
memory, not without surprise, the singular events of 
the preceding day, which appeared the more sur- 
prising the more he considered them. He had lost 
the protectress of his youth, and, in the same day, he 
had recovered the guide and guardian of his child- 
hood. The former deprivation he felt ought to be 
matter of unceasing regret, and it seemed as if the 
latter could hardly be the subject of unmixed self- 
congratulation. He remembered this person who 
had stood to him in the relation of a mother, a* 



THE ABBOT, 93 

equally affectionate m her attention, and absolute in 
her authority. . A singular mixture of love and fear 
attended upon his early remembrances as they were 
connected with her; and the fear that she might de- 
sire to resume the same absolute control over his 
motions— a fear which her conduct of yesterday did 
not tend much to dissipate, weighed heavily against 
the joy of this second meeting. 

She can not mean, said his rising pride, to lead and 
direct me as a pupil, when I am at the age of judg- 
ing of my own actions? — this she can not mean, or, 
meaning it, will feel herself strangely deceived. 

A sense of gratitude towards the person against 
whom his heart thus rebelled, checked his course of 
feeling. He resisted the thoughts which involunta- 
rily arose in his mind, as he would have resisted an 
actual instigation of the foul fiend; and, to aid him in 
his struggle, he felt for his beads. But in his hasty 
departure from the Castle' of A vend, he had forgot- 
ten and left them behind him* 

This is yet worse, he said; but two things I learn- 
ed of her under the most deadly charge of secresy— 
to tell my beads, and to conceal that I did so; and I 
have kept my word till now, and when she shall ask 
me for the rosary, I must say I have forgotten it. 
Do I deserve she should believe me when I say I 
have kept the secret of my faith; when I set so light 
by its symbol? 

He paced the floor in anxious agitation* In fact, 
his attachment to his faith Was of a nature very differ- 
ent from that which animated the enthusiastic ma- 
tron, but which, notwithstanding, it would have been 
his last thought to relinquish. 

The early charges impressed on him by his grand- 
mother, had been instilled into a mind and memory 
of a character peculiarly tenacious. Child as he was, 
he was proud of the confidence reposed in his dis- 
cretion, and resolved to show that it had not been 
rashly entrusted to him. At the same time, his resolu- 
tion was no mom than that of a child, and mwt^^v 
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sarily, have gradually faded away under the operation 
both of precept and example, during his residence at 
the Castle of Avenel, but for the exhortations of Fa- 
ther Ambrose, who, in his lay state, had been called 
Edward Glendinning. This zealous monk had been 
apprised, by an unsigned letter placed in his hand by 
a pilgrim, that a child educated in the Catholic faith 
was now in the Castle of Avenel, perilously situated, 
(so was the scroll expressed) as ever the three chil- 
dren who were cast into the fiery furnace of persecu- 
tion. The letter threw upon Father Ambrose the 
fault, should this solitary lamb, unwillingly left with- 
in the demesnes of the prowling wolf, become his final 
prey. There needed no farther exhortation to the 
monk than the idea that a soul might be endangered, 
- and that a Catholic might become an apostate; and he 
made his visits more frequent than usual to the Cas- 
tle of Avenel, lest, through want of the private en- 
couragement and instruction which he always found 
some opportunity of dispensing, the church should 
lose a proselyte, and, according to the Romish creed, 
the devil acquire a soul. 

Still these interviews were rare; and though they 
encouraged the solitary boy to keep his secret and 
hold fast his religion, they were neither frequent nor 
long enough to inspire him with any thing beyond a 
blind attachment to the observances which the priest 
recommended. He adhered to the forms of his re- 
ligion rather because he felt it would be dishonoura- 
ble to change that of his fathers, than from any ra- 
tional or sincere belief of its mysterious doctrines. It 
was a principal part of the distinction which, in his* 
or n opinion, singled him out from those with whom 
he lived, and gave him an additional, though an in- 
ternal and concealed reason, for contemning those of 
the household who showed an. undisguised dislike of 
him, and for hardening himself against the instruc- 
tions of' the chaplain, Henry Warden. 

The fanatic preacher, he thought within himself; 
during some one of the chaplain's frequent dis+ 



TQE ABBOT. 9$r 

> 

courses againsMhe church of Rome, he little knows 
- whose ears are receiving his profane doctrine, and 
with what contempt and abhorrence they hear his 
blasphemies against the holy religion by which kings 
h^ve been crowned, and for which martyrs have 
died. 

But in such proud. feelings of defiance of heresy, 
as it was termed, and of its professors, which asso- 
ciated the Catholic religion with a sense of generous 
independence, and that of the Protestants with the 
subjugation of his mind and temper to the direction 
of Mr. Warden, began and ended the faith of Roland 
Graeme, who, independently of the pride of singula- 
rity, sought not .to understand, and had no one to ex- 
pound to him, the peculiarities of the tenets which 
he professed. His regret, therefore, at missing the 
rosary which had been conveyed to him through the 
hands of Father Ambrose, was rather the shame of 
a soldier who has dropped his cockade, or badge of 
service, than that of a religionist who had forgotten 
a visible symbol of his religion. 

His thoughts on the subject, however, were mor- 
tifying^ and the more so from apprehension that his 
negligence must reach the ears of his relative. He 
felt it could be no one but her who had. secretly trans- 
mitted these beads to Father Ambrose for his use, 
and that his carelessness was but an indifferent re- 
quital of her kindness. 

- Nor will she omit to ask me about them, said he to 
himself; for her's is a zeal which age can not quell, 
and if she has not quitted her wont, my answer will 
not fail to incense her. 

While tie thus communed with himself, Magdalen 
Graeme entered the apartment. u The blessing of 
the morning on your youthful head, my son," she 
said, with a solemnity of expression w rich thrilled 
the youth to the heart, so sad and earnest did the 
benediction flow from her lips, in a tone where de- 
votion was blended with affection. " And thou hast 
started thus early from thy couch to catch the, fo%t. 
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breath of the dawn? But it is not well, my Roland. 
Enjoy slumber while thou canst; the time is not far 
behind when the waking eye must be thy portiocLas 
well as mine." 

She uttered these words with an affectionate and 
anxious tone, which showed, that devotional as were, 
the habitual exercises of her mind, the thoughts of 
her nursling yet bound her to earth with the cords of 
human affection and passion. 

But she abode not long in a mood which she, pro- 
bably regarded as a momentary dereliction of her 
imaginary high calling—" Come," she said, u youth, 
tqpandbe doing— Itis time that we leave this place." 

u And whither do we go?" said the young man, or 
what is the object of our journey ?" 

The matron stepped back, and gazed on him with 
surprise, not unmingled with displeasure. 

u To what purpose such a question?" she said; "is 
it not enough that I lead the way? Hast thou lived 
with heretics till thou hast learned toinstal the vani- 
ty of thine own private judgment in place of due ho* 
nour and obedience?" 

The time, thought Roland Grome within himself, 
is already xome, when I must establish my freedom, 
or be a willing thrall forever— I feel that I must 
speedily look to it. 

She instantly fulfilled his foreboding, by recurring 
to the theme by which her thoughts seemed most con* 
stantly engrossed, although, when she p leased, no one 
xould so perfectly disguise her religion* 

* Thy beads, my son-r-hast thou told thy beads?" 
Roland Graeme coloured high; he felt the storm 
was approaching, but scorned to avert it by a false - 
<hood. 

■* i have forgot my rosary at the Castle of A ve- 
nal." 

<" Forgot thy rosary*" exclaimed she; ** fake both 
^to religion and to natural duty, hast thou lost what 
"was sent so far and at such risk, a token of the tru~ 
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est affection, that should have been, every bead of it, 
as dear to thee as thine eye-bails?" 

" I am grieved it should have sdcharaedj mother," 
said the youth, " and much did I value die token, as 
coming from you>— -for what remains, I trust to win 
gold enough, when I push my way in the world; and 
till then, beads of black oak^ or a rosary of outs, must 
serve the turn." 

44 Hear him!" said his grandmother; *• young as he 
is, he hath learned already the lessons of the devil's 
school! The rosary, consecrated by the Hoiy Fa- 
rther himself, and sanctified by his blessings, is but a 
few knobs of gold, whose value may be replaced by 
the wages of his profane labour, and whose virtue 
may be supplied by a string of hazel nutsi— This is 
heresy— So Henry Warden, the wolf who ravages the 
flock of the Shepherd, hath taught thee to speak Mid 
to think." 

tt Mother," said Roland Grame, " I am no heretic; 
I believe and I pray according to the rules of ,-our 
church— This misfortune I regret, but 1 can not amend 
it." 

u Thou canst repent it though," replied his spirit* 
Ual direejress, ** repent it in dust and ashes, atone for 
it by fasting, prayer, and penance, instead of looking 
on me with a countenance as light as if thou hadst 
lost but a button from thy cap*" 

** Mother," said Roland, " be appeased; I will re- 
member my fault in tJhe next confession which! haye 
space and -opportunity to make, and will do whatso- 
ever the priest requires of m£ in atonement. For 
the heaviest fault I can do no more^Bkit, mother," 
he added, after a moment's pause, u let me not incur 
yck*r farther displeasure, if I ask whither our journey 
is bound, and what is its object. I am no longer a 
child, -but am an, and at my own disposal, with down 
upon my chin, and a sword by my side— 1 wilt goto 
the end pf the world with you to do your pleasure? 
but I owe it to my self to inquire the purpose and di- 
rection of our travels." - 

vol. i. 9 
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« You owe it to yourself, ungrateful boy?" re- 
plied his relative; passion rapidly supplying the co- 
lour which age had long chased from her features, — 
u to yourself you owe nothing— you can owe nothing 
-—to me you owe every thing— your life when an in- 
fant — ^your support while a child— the means of in- 
struction, and the hopes of honour— and, sooner than 
thou shouldst abandon the noble cause to which 1 have 
devoted thee, would I see thee lie a corpse at my 
feet." . ! . 

Roland was alarmed at the vehement agitation with , 
which she spoke, and which threatened to overpower* 
her aged frame; and he hastened to reply,— ^ I for* 
get nothing of what I owe to you my dearest mother 
—show me how my blood can testify my, gratitude, 
and you shall judge if 1 spare it. But blindfold obe- 
dience has in it as little merit as reason*" 

" Saints and angels!" replied Magdalen, " and do 
I hear these words from the child of my hopes, the 
nursling by whose bed I have kneeled, and for whose 
weal I have wearied every saint in heaven with pray- 
ers? Roland, by obedience only canst thou show thy 
affection and thy gratitude. What avails it that you 
might perchance adopt the course I propose to thee, 
were it to be fully explained? Thou wouldst not then 
follow my command, but thine own judgment; thou 
wouldst not do the will of Heaven, communicated 
through thy best friend, to whom thou owes t thine all; 
but thou wouldst observe the blinded dictates of thine 
own imperfect reason. . Hear me, Roland! a lot calls 
thee — solicits thee— demands thee — the proudest to 
which man can be destined, and it uses the voice of 
thine earliest, thy best, thy only friend — Wilt thou 
resistit?Thengo thy way-leave me here — my. hopes 
on earth are gone and withered — I will kneel me down 
before yonder profaned altar, and when the raging 
heretics return, they shall dye it with the blood of a 
martyr." 

" But my 4earest mother," said Roland Graeme* 
whose early recollections of her violence were for- 
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midably renewed by these wild expressions of reckless 
passion, ** I will not forsake you— I will abide with 
you— -worlds shall not force me from your side — 1 
will protect — I will defend you-— '1 will live with you, 
and die for you. 

a One word, my son, were worth all these— -say 
only I -will obey you." 

u Doubt it not, mother," replied the youth, "I 
will, and that with all my heart; only" 

u Nay, I receive no qualifications of thy promise," 
A said Magdalen Graeme, catching at the Word, " the 
obedience which I require is absolute; and blessing 
on thee, thou darling memory of my beloved child, 
that thou hast power to make a promise so hard to 
human pride. Trust me well, that in the design in 
which thou doest embark, thou hast for thy partners 
the mighty and the valiant, the power of the church, 
and the pride of the noble. Succeed or fail, live or 
die, thy name shall be among those with whom suc- 
cess or failure is alike glorious, death or life alike 
desirous. Forward, then, forward! life is short, and 
our plan is laborious— Angels, saints, and the whole 
blessed host of heaven, have their eyes even now on 
this barren and blighted land of Scotland' — What say 
I? on Scotland? — their eye is on us, Roland — on the 
frail woman, on the inexperienced youth, who, amidst 
the ruins which sacrilege hath made in the holy place, 
devote themselves to God's cause, and that of their 
lawful Sovereign. Atoen, so be it! The blessed eyes 
of saints and martyrs, which see our resolve, shall 
witness the execution; or their ears, which hear our 
vow, shall hear our death-groan drawn in the sacred 
cause." 

While thus speaking she held Roland Graeme 
firmly with one hand, while she pointed upwards 
with the other, to leave him, as it were, no means of 
protest against the obtestation to which he was thus 
made a party. When she had finished her appeal to 
Heaven, she left him no leisure for farther hesitation, 
or for asking any explanation of her purpose; but 
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passing with the same ready transition as formerly, 
to the solicitous attentions oi an anxious parent, 
overwhelmed him with questions concerning bis re- 
sidence in the castle of Avenel, and the qualities and 
accomplishments he had acquired. 

44 It is well," she Said, when she had exhausted 
her inquiries, u ,my gay goss-hawk bath been well 
trained and will soar high; but those who bred him 
will have cause to fear as well as to wonder at his 
flight. Let us now,' 1 she said, " to our morning meal, 
and care not though it be a scanty one. A few hours 
walk will bring us to more friendly quarters." 

They broke their fast accordingly, on such frag- 
ments as remained of their yesterday's provision, and 
immediately set out on their farther journey. Mag- 
dalen Graeme led the way with a firm and active step, 
much beyond her years; and Roland Graeme follow 
ed, pensive and anxious, and far from satisfied with 
the state of dependence to which he seemed again to 
be reduced. 

Am 1 forever, he said to himself, to be devoured 
with the desire of independence and free agency, and 
yet to be for ever led on % by circumstances, to follow 
the will of others? 



*r 



CHAPTER X. 

She dwelt unnoticed and alone, 

Beside the springs of Dove; 
A maid whom there was none to praise, 

And very few to love. 

WoBSswtisra. 

In the course of their journey the travellers spoke 
little to each other. Magdalen Graeme chaunted 
from time to time, in a low voice, a part of some ©ae 
of those beautiful old Latin hymns which belong to 
the Catholic service* muttered an Ave or a Credo, 
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and so passed on, lost in devotional contemplation. 
The meditations of her grandson were more bent on 
mundane matters; and many a time, as a moor fowl 
arose from the heath, and shot along the moor, utter- 
ing his bold crow of defiance, he thought of the jolly 
Adam. Woodcock, and his trusty goss-hawk, or, as 
they passed a thicket where the low trees and bushes 
were intermingled with tall Fern, furze, and broom, 
so as to form a thick and intricate cover, his dreams 
were of a roe-buck," and a brace of gaze-hounds.! 
But frequently his mind returned to the benevolent 
and kind mistress whom he had left behind him, of- 
fended justly, and unreconciled by any effort of his. 

My step would be lighter, he thought, and so would 
my heart, could I but have returned to see her for 
one instant, and to say, Lady, the orphan boy was 
wild but not ungrateful. 

Travelling in these divers moods, aboutthe hour 
of noon they reached a small straggling village, in 
which, as usual, were seen one or two of those pre- 
dominating toWers, or^peel-houses, which, for rea- 
sons of defence elsewhere detailed, were at that time 
to be found in every Border hafmlet. A brook flow- 
ed beside the village, and watered the valley in which 
it stood. There was also a mansion at the end of 
the village, and a little way separated from it, much 
dilapidated, and in very bad order, but appearing to 
have been the abode of persons of some considera- 
tion. The situation was agreeable, being an angle, 
formed by the stream, bearing three Or four large 
sycamore trees, Which being in full leaf, served to 
relieve the dark appearance of the mansion, which 
was built of a deep red stone. The house itself had* 
been a large One, but was now obviously too big for 
the inmates; several windows were built up, especiaU 
ly those which opened from the lower story: others 
were blockaded in a less substantial manner. The 
court before the door, which had once been defend- 
ed with a species of low-outer wall, now ruinous, 
whs paved, but the stones were comntetety % cxmx«A 
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with long gray nettles, thistles, and other weeds, 
which, shooting up betwixt the flags, had displaced 
many of them from their level. Even matters de- 
manding more peremptory attention, had been left 
neglected, in a manner which argued sloth or pover- 
ty in the extreme. The stream, undermining a part 
of the bank near an angle of the ruinous wall, had 
brought it down, with a corner turret, the ruins of 
which lay in the bed of the river, The current, in- 
terrupted by the ruins which it had overthrown, and 
turned yet nearer to the site of the tower, had great- 
ly enlarged the breach it had made, and was in the 
process of undermining the ground,' on which the 
house itself stood, unless it was speedily protected by 
sufficient bulwarks. 

All this attracted Roland Graeme's observation as 
they approached the dwelling by a winding path, 
which gave them at intervals, a view of it from dif- 
ferent points. , 

u If we go to yonder house," he said to his mo- 
ther, u I trust it is but for a short visit. It looks as 
if two rainy days from the north- west would send the 
whole into the brook/' 

" Ypu see but with the eyes of the body, 19 said the 
did woman; " God will defend bis own, though it be 
forsaken and despised of men. Better to dwell on 
the sand, under his law, than fly to the rock of hums* 
trust." 

As she thus spoke, they entered the court before 
the old mansion, and Roland could observe that the 
front of it had formerly been considerably ornament- 
ed with carved work, in the same dark-coloured free* 
<$tone of which it was bulk. But all these ornaments 
had been broken down and destroyed, and only the 
shattered vestiges of niches and entablatures now 
strewed the place which they had once occupied* 
The larger entrance in front was walled up, but a lit- 
tle foot-path, which, from its appearance, seemed to 
be rarely trodden, led to a small wicket, defended by 
* door well clenched with iron-headed nails, at which 
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Magdalen Graeme knocked three times, pausing be- 
twixt each knock, until she-heard an answering tap 
from within; At the last knock, the wicket was open- 
ed by a pale thin female, who said, a Rencdiciti qui 
venitnt in nomine £hmini" They entered, and the 
portress hastily shut behind them the wicket, and 
made fast the massive fastenings by which it was se- 
cured* 

The female ted the way through a narrow entrance, 
into a vestibule of some extent, paved with stone, and 
having benches of the same solid material ranged 
around. At the upper end was an oriel window, but 
part of the intervals formed by the atone shafts and 
multions was blocked up, so that the apartment was 
very gloomy. 

Here they stopped, and the mistress of the man- 
sion, for such she was, embraced Magdalen Graeme, 
and greeting her by the tide of sister, kissed her, 
with much solemnity, on either side of the face. 

"The blessing of Our Lady be upon you, my sis- 
ter," were her next words; and they left rio doubt up- 
on Roland's mind respecting the religion of: their 
hostess, even if he could have suspected his venerable 
and zealous guide 6f resting elsewhere than in the 
habitation of an orthodox Catholic. They spoke to- 
gether a few words in private, during which he had ' 
leisure to remark more particularly the appearance 
of his grandmother's friend. 

Her age might be betwixt fifty and sixty; her looks 
had a mixture of melancholy and unhappiness, that 
bordered on discontent, and obscured the remains of 
beauty which age had still left on her features. Her 
dress was of the plainest and most ordinary sort, of 
a dark colour, and, like Magdalen Gramme's, some- 
thing approaching to a religious habit. Strict neat- 
ness, and cleanliness of person, seemed to intimate, 
that if poor, she was not reduced to squalid or heart- 
broken distress, and that she was still sufficiently at- 
tached to lite to retain a taste for its decencies, if not 
its elegancies. Her manner, as well aa h*t fea&src* 
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and appearance, argued an original condition and edu- 
cation far above the meanness of her present appear- 
ance. In short the whole figure was such* as to ex- 
cite the idea, u That the female must have had a his- 
- tory worth knowing. " While Roland Grame was 
making this ver)' reflection, the whispers of the two 
females ceased, and the mistress of the mansion ap- 
proaching him, looked on his face and person, with 
much attention, and, as it seemed, some interest* 

u This, then/' she said, addressing his relative, 
" is the child of thine unhappy daughter Magdalen; 
and him* the only shoot from your ancient tree, you 
are willing to devote to the Good Cause." 

* 4 Yes, by the rood," answered Magdalen Graeme 
in her usual tone of resolved determination, " to the 
good cause I devote him, flesh and fell, sinew and 
limb, body and bouI." 

44 Thou art a happy woman, sister Magdalen," an- 
swered her companion, " that, lifted so high above 
human affection and human feeling, thou canst bind 
such a victim to the horns of the altar. Had I been 
called to make such sacrifice— to plunge a youth so 
young and fair into the plots and -blood-thirsty deal- , 
ings of the time, dot the patriarch Abraham, when he 
led Isaac up the mountain, would have rendered mole 
melancholy obedience." ' ' 

She then continued to look at Roland with & 
mournful aspect of compassion, until the intentness 
of her gaze becasioned-his colour to rise, and he was 
about to move out of its influence, when he was stop- 
ped by his grandmother with one hand, while with 
the other she divided the hair upon his forehead, 
which was now crimson with bashfulness, while she 
added, with a mixture of proud affection and fifm re- 
solution,*— 44 Ay, look at him well, my sister, for on 
a fairer face thine eye never rested. I too, when first 
I saw him, felt a3 the worldly feel, and was half shak- 
en in my purpose. But no wind can tear a leaf from 
the withered tree which has long been stripped of its 
foliage, and no mere human casualty can awaken the 
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mortal feelings which have long slept in the cairn of 
devotion/' 

While the old woman thus spoke, her manner gave 
the lie to her assertions, for the tears rose to her eyes 
while she added, u But the fairer and the more spot- 
less the victim v is it not, my sister, the more worthy 
of acceptance?" She seemed glad to escape from the 
sensations which agitated her, and instantly added, 
• u He will escape, my sister— -there will be a ram 
' caught in the thicket, and the hand of our revolted 
brethren shall not be on the youthful Joseph, Heaven 
can defend its, own rights, even by means of babes 
and sucklings, of women and beardless boys." 

" Heaven hath kft us," said the other female, u for 
1 our sins and our fathers', the succours of the blessed 
saints have abandoned this accursed land. We may 
win the crown of martyrdom, but not that of earthly 
triumph. One, too, whose prudence was at this deep 
crisis so indispensable, has been called to a better 
world. The Abbot Eustatius is no more." 

" May his soul have mercy," said Magdalen 
Graeme, " and may Heaven, too, have mercy upon 
us, who linger behind in this bloody land! His loss 
is indeed a perilous blow to our enterprise; for who 
remains behind possessing his far-fetched experience, 
iis self-devoted zeal, his consummate wisdom, and 
his undaunted courage! He hath fallen with the 
church's standard in his hand, but God will raise up 
another to lift the blessed banner. Whom have the* 
Chapter elected in his room?" 

" It is rumoured no one of the few remaining 
brethren dare accept the office. The heretics have 
sworn that they will permit no future election, and 
-will heavily punish any attempt to create a new Ab- 
bot of Saint Mary's, Conjuraverunt inter se principes y 
Vicentes, Projiciamw laqueos ejus". 

u S$uo usque Doming — " answered Magdalen; 
* this, my sister, were indeed a perilous and fatal 
breach in our band; but I am firm in my belief, that 



106 THE ABBOT. 

another will arise in the place of him so untimely re- 
moved. Where is thy daughter Catherine?" 

" In the parlour," answered the matron, " but 

" She looked at Roland Graeme, and muttered 

something in the ear of her friend. 

" Fear it not," answered Magdalen Graeme, " it 
is both lawful and necessary— fear nothing from him 
— I would he were as well grounded in the faith by 
which alone comes safety, as he is free from thought, 
deed, or speech of villany— therein is the heretics* 
discipline to be commended, my sister, that they 
train up their youth in strong morality, and choke up 
every inlet to youthful folly." 

u It is but a cleansing of the outside of the cup," 
answered her friend, " a whitening of the sepulchre; 
but he shall see Catherine, since you, sister, judge it 
safe and meet. — Follow us, youth," she added, and 
led the way from the apartment with her friend. 
These were the only words which the matron had 
addressed to Roland Graeme, who obeyed them in 
silence. As they paced through several winding 
passages and waste apartments with a very slow step, 
the young page had leisure to make some reflections 
on his situation,— reflections of a nature which his 
ardent temper considered as specially disagreeable. 
It seemed he had now got two mistresses, or tutor- 
esses, instead of one, both elderly women, and both, 
it would seem, in league to direct his motions ac- 
cording to their own pleasure, and for the accomplish- 
ment of plans to which he was no party. This, he 
thought, was too much; arguing reasonably enough, 
that whatever right his grandmother and benefac- 
tress had to guide his motions, she was neither en- 
titled to transfer her authority, or to divide it with 
another, who seemed to assume, without ceremony, 
the same tone of absolute command over him. 

But it ^shall not long continue thus, thought Ro- 
land; I will not be all my life the slave of a woman's 
whistle, to live upon her exhibition, go when she 
bids, and come. when she calls. No, by Saint An- 
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drew! the hand that can hold the lance, is above the 
control of the distaff. I will leave them the slip'd 
collar in their hands on the first opportunity v and let 
them execute their own devices by their own proper 
force. It may save them both from a peril, for I 
guess what they meditate is not like to prove either 
safe or easy— the Earl of Murray and his heresy are 
too well rooted to be grubbed up by two old women* 

As he. spoke thus, they entered a low room, in 
which a third female was seated. This apartment 
was the first he had observed in the mansion which 
was furnished with moveable seats, and with a wood- 
en table, over which was laid a piece of tapestry. A 
carpet was spread on the floor, there was a fire-grate 
in the chimney, and, in brief, the apartment had the 
air of being habitable and inhabited. 

But Roland's eyes found better employment than 
to make observations on the accommodations of the 
chamber; fox' this second female inhabitant of the 
mansion seemed something very different from any 
thing he had yet seen there. At his first entry, she 
had greeted with a silent and low obeisance the two 
aged matrons, then glancing her eyes towards Ro- 
land, she adjusted a veil which hung back over her 
shoulders! so as to bring it, over her face; an opera- 
tion which she performed with much modesty, but 
without either affected haste or embarrassed timidity. 

During this manoeuvre Roland had time to observe, 
that the face was that of a girl not much past sixteen 
apparently, and that the eyes were at once soft and 
brilliant. To these very favourable observations was 
added the certainty, that the fair object to whom 
they referred possessed an excellent shape* border- 
ing perhaps on embonpoint^ and therefore rather that 
of a Hebe than of a Sylph, but beautifully formed, 
and shown to great advantage by the close jacket 
and petticoat, w hich she wore after a foreign fashion, 
the last not quite long enough absolutely to conceal 
a very pretty foot, which rested on a bar of the table 
at which she sate; her round arms and taper fingers 
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very busily employed in repairing the piece of tapes- 
try which *ras spread on it, which exhibited several 
deplorable fissures, enough to demand the utmost 
sktU of the most expert seamstress. 

It is to be remarked, that it was by stolen glances 
that Roland Graeme contrived to ascertain these in- 
teresting particulars; and he thought he could once 
or twice, notwithstanding the texture of the veil, de- 
tect the damsel in the act of taking similar cogni- 
sance of his own person* The matrons in the mean* 
while continued their separate conversation, eyeing 
from time to time the young people, in a manner 
which left Roland in no doubt that they were the 
subject of their conversation. At length he distinct- 
ly heard Magdalen Graeme say these words; * 4 Nay, 
toy sister, we must give them opportunity to speak 
together, and to become acquainted; they must be 

Crsonally known to each other, or how shall they 
able to execute what they are entrusted withf" 
It seemed as if the matron, not fully satisfied with 
her friend's reasoning, continued to offer some ob- 

{'ections; but they, were borne down by her more dic- 
atorial friend. 

44 It must be so," she said, H nay demr sister; let 
us therefore go forth on the balcony, to finish our 
conversation.— A nd do you," she said, adressing Ro- 
land and the girl, become acquainted with each 
other." 

With this she stepped up to the young woman, 
and raising her veil discovered features which, what- 
ever might be their ordinary complexion, were now 
covered with a universal blush. 

« LicittmsitJ* said Magdalen, looking at the other 
Matron. 

u Fix Gcitum" replied the other, with reluctant, 
and hesitating acquiescence; and again adjusting the 
veil of the blushing girl, she dropped it so as to 
shade, though not to conceal her countenance, and 
whispered to her, in a tone loud enough for the page 



to hear, " Remember, Catherine, who theu art, and 
for what destined." 

The matronthen retreated with Magdalen Grjeme 
through one of the casements, pf the apartment, that 
opened on a large, broad balcony which, with its 
ponderous balustrade, had once run along the whole 
south front of the building which faced the bnxA^ 
and formed a pleasant and. commodious walk m the 
open air. It was now in sot»e places deprived of 
the balustrade, in other* broken and narrowed* but, 
ruinous as it was, could still he used as a pleasant 
promenade;. Here then walked the two ancient 
dames, busied in their private can vernation* yet not 
so much so, but that Roland coujd observe the a*a* 
trons, as their thjn forms darkened the casement in 
passing or repassing before it, dart a glance into the 
apartment to see bow, meters were going on there. 



CHAPTER XI. 

life hath its Msy, andf all Ts mirthful then: 

The woods are weal and the ftowewall oclstir; 

It* very W*«t hath ipirth m ? tr-j»nd the maidens^ 

The while they don their cloaks to screen their kirtfej, 

Laugh at the rain that wets them. 

Old Pur. 

. . , . \ 

Catherine was at the happy age of innocence 
and buoyancy of spirit, when, afeer the first moment 
of embarrassment was over, a situation of awkward- 
ness like that in which ..she was suddenly left to 
make acquaintance with a handsome youth, not even 
known to her by name*- struck her, in spite of herself, 
in a ludicrous point of view* She bent her beautiful 
eyes upon the work with which she was busied, and 
with infinite gravity sate out the two first turns of 
the matrons upon the balcony; but then glancing her 
deep blue eye a tittle towards Roland, and observing 
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the embarrassment under which he laboured, now 
shifting on his chair, and now dangling his cap, the 
whole man evincing that he was perfectly at a loss 
how to open the conversation, she could keep her 
composure no longer, but after a vain struggle broke 
out mto a sincere, though a very involuntary fit of 
laughing, so richly accompanied by the laughter of 
her merry eyes* which actually glanced through the 
tears which the effort filled them with, and by the 
waving of her rich tresses, that the goddess of smiles 
herself never looked more lovely than Catherine at 
that moment. A court page would not have left her long 
alone in her mirth; but Roland was country-bred, and, 
besides, having some conceit, as well as bashfulness, 
he took it into his head that he was himself the ob- 
ject of her inextinguishable laughter. His endeavours 
to sympathise with Catherine, therefore, could carry 
him no further than into a forced giggle, which had 
more of displeasure than of mirth in it, and which 
so much enhanced that of the girl, that it seemed to 
render it impossible for her ever to bring her laugh- 
ter to an end, with whatever anxious pains she la- 
boured to do so. For every one has felt that when 
a paroxysm of laughter has seized him, at a misbe- 
coming time and place, the efforts which he makes 
to suppress it, nay, the very sense of the impropriety 
of giving way to it, tends only to augment and pro- 
long the irresistible impulse. 

It was undoubtedly lucky for Catherine, as well as 
for Roland, that the latter did not share in the exces- 
sive mirth of the former. For seated as she was, 
with her back to the casement, Catherine could easily 
escape the observation of the two matrons during the 
course of their promenade; whereas Gra&me was so 
placed, with his side to the window, that his mirth, 
had he shared that of his companion, would have 
been instantly visible, and could not have failed to 
give offence to the personages in question. He sate, 
however, with some impatience, until Catherine had 
exhausted either her power or her desire of laughing, 
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and was returning with good grace to the exercise 
of her needle* and then he observed with "some dry- 
ness, that "there seemed no great occasion to re- 
commend to them to improve their acquaintance, 
it seemed that thejr were already tolerably familiar," 

Catherine had ah extreme desire to set off upon a 
fresh score, but she repressed it strongly, and fixing 
her eyes on her work, replied by asking his pardon, 
and promising to avoid future offence. 

Roland had sense enough to feel that an air of of- 
fended dignity was very much misplaced, and that it 
was with a very different bearing he ought to meet 
the deep blue eyes which had borne such a hearty 
burthen in the laughing scene. He tried, therefore, 
to extricate himself as well as he could from his 
blunder, by assuming a tone of correspondent gaiety, 
and requesting to know of the nymph, " how it was 
her pleasure that they should proceed in impfoving 
the acquaintance which had commenced so merrily ." 

44 That," she said, " you must yourself discover; 
perhaps I have gone a step too far in opening our 
interview," 

"-Suppose, said Roland Graeme, " we should be- 
gin as in a tale-book, by asking each other's names 
and histories," 

44 It is right well imagined," said Catherine, "and 
shftw an argute judgment. Do you begin, and I will 
listen, and only put in a question or two at the dark 
parts of the story. Come, unfold then your name 
attd history, my new acquaintance;" 

44 1 am called Roland Graeme, and that tall old wo- 
man is my grandmother." 

44 And your tutoress— -good— who are "your pa- 
rents?" 

44 They are both dead," replied RWand. 

44 Ay, but who were they? you had parents, I pre- 
sume?" 

44 I suppose so," said Roland, 4 * but I have never 
been able to learn much of their history. My father 
was a Scottish knight, who died gallantly in hU %u?~ 
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rups— my mother was a Graeme of Heather-Gill v in 
the Debateabie Land— most of her family were kill- 
ed when the Debatable country was burned by Lord 
Maxwell and Herries of Caeriaverock." 

" Is it long ago?" said the damsel. 

" Before I was born," answered the page. 

u That must be a terrible while since," said she, 
shaking her head gravely; " look you, I can not weep 
for them." 

"It needs not," said the youth, -.** they fell with 
honour." 

** So much for your lineage, fair sir," replied his 
companion, " of whom I like the living specimen (a 
glance at the casement) far more than those that are 
dead. Your much honoured grandmother looks as 
if she could make one weep in sad earnest. _ And 
now, fair sir, for your own person—if you tell not 
the tale faster, It will be cut short in the middle; Mo- 
ther Bridget pauses longer and longer every time 
she passes the window, and with her there is as little 
mirth as in the grave of your ancestors." 

M My tale is soon told — I was introduced into the 
Castle of Avenel to be page to die lady of the man- 
sion. 

" She is a strict Huguenot, is she not?" said the 
litde maiden. 

" As strict as Calvin himself. But my grandmo- 
ther can play the puritan when it suits her purpose, 
and she had some plan of her own for quartering me 
in the Castle*— it would have failed, however, after 
we had remained several weeks at the hamlet, but 
for an unexpected master of ceremonies— -^ 

" And who was that?" said the girl. 

tt A large black dog, Wolf by name, who brought 
me into the castle one day in his mouth, like a hurt 
wild duck, and presented me to the lady." 

44 A most respectable introduction, truly " said 
Catherine, u and what might, you learn at this same 
castle? I love dearly to know what my acquaintances 
can do at need." 
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u To fly a hawk, hollow to a hound, back a horse, 
and wield a lance, bow, and brand. " 

u And to boast of all this when you have learned 
h,"said Catherine, " which, in France at least, is 
the surest accomplishment of a page. But proceed, 
fair sir; how came your Huguenot lord and your no 
Ids Huguenot lady to receive and keep in the family 
sc perilous a person as a Catholic page?" 

" Because they knew not that part of my history, 
which from a child I had been taught tb keep secret 
—and because my grand-dame's former zealous at- 
trodance on their heretic chaplain, had laid all this 
suspicion to sleep, most fair Callipolis," said the page; 
aid in so saying edged his chair towards the seat of 
toe fair querist. 

v " Nay, but keep your distance, most gallant sir, 
answered the blue-eyed maiden, a for unless I greatly 
aistake, these reverend ladies will soon interrupt our 
amicable conference, if the acquaintance they recom- 
mend shall seem to proceed beyond a certain point—* 
o, fair sir, be pleased to abide by your station, and 
*ply to my questions. By what achievements did 
pu prove the qualities of a page, which you had thus 
iappily acquired?" 

Roland, who began to enter into the tone and spirit 
if the damsel's conversation, replied to her with be- 
coming spirit. 

"In no feat, fair gentlewoman, was I found inex- 
pert, wherein there was mischief implied. I shot 
•wans, hunted cats, frightened serving- women, chas- 
ed the deer and robbed the orchard. I say nothing 
of tormenting the chaplain in various ways, for that 
was my duty as a good Catholic." 

u Now, as I am a gentlewoman," said Catherine, 
a I think these heretics have done Catholic penance 
in entertaining so all accomplished a serving-man. 
And what, fair sir, might have been the unhappy 
event which deprived them of an inmate so altogether 
estimable?" 

"Truly, fair gentlewoman," answered the youth, 
* * 10* 
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« your real ptoVerb says that the longest lane will 
have a turning, and mine was more— it was. in fine, 
a turning off." ... 

" Good," said the merry young maiden, 4< it is\an 
apt play on the word — and what occasion was take** 
for so important a catastrophe?— Nay, start not for 
my learning, I do know the schools— -in plain phrase, 
why were you sent from service?" 

The page shrugged his shoulders while he replied 

" A short tale is soon told^— and a short horse soot 
curried— I made the falconer's boy taattrof my switch 
—the falconer threatened to make me brook bis cudr 
gel— he is a kindly clown as well as a stout* and- I 
would rather have been cudgelled by him than anj 
man in Christendom to choose— but I knew not hit 
qualities as then— so I threatened to make him brool 
the stab, and my lady made me brook the u Begone; 9 
so adieu to the page'* office and the fair Ca&tlec* 
Avcnel.— I had not travelled far before I .met my v«t 
nerable parent— And so tell your tale, fair gentle wot 
man, for mine is done*" 

• 4 A happy grandmother," said the maiden,, u mhc 
bad the luck to find the stray page just when htsmjs* 
tress had slipped his leash, and a most lucky page 
that has jumped at once from a page to a gentleman 
usher." 

*• All this is nothing of your history," answered 
Roland Graeme, who began to be much interested 
in the congenial vivacity of this facetious young 
gentlewoman,— u tale for talis is feUbw traveller'* 
justice* . . ,, 

" Wait till we are fell©w-utw?ellers then," replied 
Catherine. 

" Nay you escape me net so," said the page* "* if 
yeu deal hot justly by me, I will call out to Dame 
Bridget, or whatever your dame be called, and pro* 
daks* you lor a cheat*" 

ifc You shall not need/' answered the maiden— 
u my history is the counterpart of your own* the 
same words might almost aewe r change but dress 
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find name* I am called Catherine Sey ton, and I am 
an orphan." 

" Have your parents bee© long dead?" 

4 * 'that is the only question," said she, throwing 
down her fine eyes with a sudden expression of sor- 
row, « that is the only question I can not laugh at," 

44 And Dame Bridget is your grandmother?" 

The sadden cloud passed away like that which 
crosses for an instant the summer sun, and she an- 
swered, with her usual lively expression, u Worse 
hy twenty degr«e$~Darae 'Bridget is my maiden 
aunt." . .,••;. .»•, i' ••■ • * 

~. u Over gods forbode!" said Roland— 44 Alas! that 
you have such a tale to tell! and what horror comes 
next?" -•'..;- • 

- ** Your ow» Jiiatory exactly.^ I was taken upon 
trial for service"*-— *- 

44 And. turned off for pinching the duenna, or af- 
ffontifig my lady's waiting woman?" 

44 Nay, our history var^i the rd," said the damsel 
— * 44 Our mistress broke up house or had her house 
broke up, which is the same thing, and I am a free 
-Woman of the forest-" ' 

: : " And I am as glad of k as if any one had lined 
my doublet with cloth of gold," said the youth. 

" I thank you for your mirth," said she, 44 but the 
matter is not like to concern you*" 

44 NayV but say on," said the page, " for you will 
be presently murrrupted; the two good dames have 
been soaring yonder o» the balcony,, like two old 
hooded crows;, and their croak ^grows hoarser as night 
comes on; they will wing to joost presewdy.— This 
mistress of yours, fair gentlewoman, who was she, in 
God 'a Ham**" 

44 O, 6he has a fair name in the WK»kl, n replied 
Catherine Sey ton* 44 Fewladies kept a fairer house, 
or beldmore gendewomen in her household; my aunt? 
Bridget was one of her house-keepers.- We never 
saw her blessed face to be sure, bat we heard ewotigh 
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of her; were up early and down laie> and were kept 
to long prayers and light food/' 

44 Out upon the penurious beldame!" -said the page* 

44 For Heaven's sake* blaspheme not/' said the |pTl, 
with an expression of fear. — a God pardon us both J 
I meant no harm. I speak of our blessed Saint 
Catherine of Sienna!-— May God forgive me that I 
spoke so Kghtly, and made you do a great sin and a 
great blasphemy. This was her nunnery, in which 
there were. twelve nuns and an abbess. My aunt was 
the Abbess till the heretics turned all adrift.'? 

44 And where are your companions?" asked the 
youth. 

44 With the last year's snow/' answered the maid- 
en; u east, north, south, and west — some to France^ 
some to Flanders, some, I fear, into the world and 
its pleasures. We have got permission to remain, 
or rather oar remaining baa been connived at, for my 
aunt has great relations among the Kerrs, and they 
have threatened a death-feud if any one touches us; 
and bow afid spear are the best warrant in these 
times." 

44 Nay, then, you sit under a sure shadow," said 
the youth; fc4 and 1 suppose you Wept yourself blind 
when Saint Catherine broke up housekeeping, before 
you had taken arles in her seT vice?" 

4i Hush! for Heaven's sake," said the damsel, 
crossing herself, u no more of that; but I have not 
quite cried my eyes out,", said she, turning them. up- 
on him, and instantly again bending them upon her 
work. It was one of those glances which would re- 
quire the threefold plate of brass around the heart, 
more than it is needed by the mariners, to whom Ho- 
race recommended it. Our youthful page had no 
defence whatever to offer. 

44 What say you, Catherine," he said, 4 ^ if we two, 
thus strangely turned out of service at the same time, 
should give our two most venerable duennas die torcji 
to hold, while we walk a merry measure with each 
other over the floor of this weary world?" 
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" A goodly proposal, truly," said Catherine, u and 
worthy the mad-cap brain of a discarded page;!— And 
what shifts does your worship propose we should live 
by?— -by singing ballads, cutting purses, or swagger- 
ing on the highway? for* there, I think, you would 
find your most productive exchequer." 

u Choose, you proud peat," said the page, draw- 
ing off in huge disdain at the calm and unembarrass- 
ed ridicule with -which his wild proposal was receiv- 
ed. And as he spoke the words, the casement was 
again darkened by the forms of the matrons-^-it open- 
ed v and admitted Magdalen Graeme and the Mother 
Abbess, so we must now style her, into her apartment. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Nay, hear me, brother— I ana elder,* wiser, 
And holier than thou — And age, and wisdom, 
And holiness, have peremptory claims, 
And wiU be listened to.— — 

Oi» Plat. 

When the matrons re-entered, and put an end to 
the conversation which we have, -detailed in the last 
chapter, Daoae Magdalen Gr&me thus addressed her 
grandson and his pretty companion: u Have you 
spoke together, my children?^— Have you become 
known to each other as fellow travellers on the same 
dark and dubious road, whom chance hath brought 
together, and who study to learn the tempers and 
dispositions of those by whom their perils are to be 
Shared?" 

It was seldom the light-parted Catherine could 
suppress a jest, so that she often apoke when she 
would have acted more wisely in holding her peace. 

w Your grandson admires the journey which you 
propose so very greatly, that he was even now pre * 
paring for setting out upon it instantly*" 
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"This is to be too forward, Roland," said the 
dame addressing him, u as yesterday you were over 
slack — the just mean lies in obedience, which both 
waits for the signal to start, and obeys it when given. 
— But once again, my children, have you so perused 
each other's countenances, that when you meet, in 
whatever disguise the times may impose upon you, 
you may recognise each in the other the secret agent 
of the mighty work in which you are to be leagued? 
—Look at each other, know each line and lineament 
of each other's countenance. Learn to distinguish 
by tbe step, by the sound of the voice, by the mo- 
tion of the hand, by the glance of the eye, the part- 
ner whom Heaven hath sent to aid in working its 
will. — Wilt thou know that maiden, whensoever or 
wheresoever you shall again meet her, my Roland 
Graemef" 

As readily as truly did Roland answer in the af- 
firmative. 4 * And thou, my daughter, wilt thou again 
remember tbe features of this youth?" 

u Truly, mother," replied Catherine Seyton, tt I have 
not seen so many men of late, that 1 should imme- 
diately forget your grandson, though I mark not 
much about him that is deserving of special remem- 
brance." 

44 Join hands then, my children," said Magdalen 
Grame; but, in saying so, was interrupted by her 
companion, whose conventual prejudices had been 
gradually giving her more and more uneasiness, and 
who could remain acquiescent no longer. 

" Nay, my good sister, you forget," said she to 
Magdalen, 4t Catherine is the betrothed bride of Hea- 
ven—these intimacies can not be." 

44 It is in the cause of Heaven that I command 
them to embrace," said JVIagdalen, with the full force 
of her powerful voice; » c the end, sister, sanctifies the 
means we must use." . 

44 They call me Lady Abbess; or Mother at the 
least, who address me," said Dame Bridget, draw* 
ing herself upf as if offended at her friend's author^ 
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tative manner— " -the Lady of HeathergtU forgets 
that she speaks to the Abbess of Saint Catherine." 

14 When I was what you call me," said Magdalen, 
u you: indeed were* the Abbess of Saint Catherine! 
but both names are now gone, with all the rank that 
the world and that* the church gave to them; and we 
are now, to the eye of human judgment, two poor de- 
spised, oppressed women, dragging our dishonoured 
old age to a humble grave. But what are we in the 
jey e of Heaven? —Ministers, sen* forth to work His 
willj — in whose weakness the strength of the church 
shall be manifested— before whom shall be humbled 
die wisdom of Murray^ and the dark strength of Mor- 
teB.— And to such wouldst thou apply the narrow 
roles of thy cloistered seclusion?— or, hast thou for- 
gotten the order which I showed thee from thy Su- 
perior t subjecting thee to me in these mattersr" 

•* On thy head, then, be the scandal and the sin," 
said the Abbess, sullenly. 

" On mine be they both," said Magdalen. M I say 
embrace each other, my children." 
• But Catherine, aware, perhaps, how the dispute 
was likely to terminate, had escaped from the apart- 
ment, and so disappointed the grandson, at least as 
much as the old matron. 

>** She is gone," said the Abbess **to provide some 
little refreshment. But it will have litde savour to 
those who dwell itr the world, for I at least, can not 
dispense with the rules to which I am vowed, because 
it is the will of wicked men to break down the saac- 
tuary in which they wont to be observed.** 
- " It is well, my sister," replied Magdalen, " to pay 
each even the smallest tythes of mint and cummin- 
which the church demands, and I blame not thy 
scrupulous observance of the rules of thine order* 
But they, were established by the church, and for 
the church's benefit: and reason it is that they should 
give way when the salvation of the church herself 
ts at stake." 

The Abbess made no reply. 
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One more acquainted with' human nature than the 
inexperienced page, might have found amusement in 
comparing the; different kinds of fanaticism which 
these two females exhibited. The Abbess—timid, 
narrow-minded, and discontented, clang to ancient 
usages and pretensions which were ended by the Re- 
formation; and was in adversity, as she had been in 
prosperity, scrupulous, weak-spirited, and bigotted. 
While the 6ery and more lofty spirit of her compa- 
nion suggested a wider field of effort, and would not 
be limited by ordinary rules in the extraordinary 
schemes which were suggested by her bold and irre- 
gular imagination. But Roland Graune/, instead of 
tracing these peculiarities of character in the two old 
dames, only waited with great anxiety for the return 
of Catherine, expecting probably that the proposal of 
the fraternal embrace would be renewed, as his grand- 
mother seemed disposed to carry matters with a high 
hand. 

Hia expectations, or hopes, if we as ay eall them 
so, were, however, disappointed; for, when Catherine 
re -entered on the summons of the Abbess, and plac- 
ed on the table an earthen pitcher of water and font 
wooden platters, with cups of the same materials, 
the Dame of Heathergill, satisfied "with the arbitrary 
mode in which she had borne down the opposition of 
the Abbess, pursued her victory no farther— a mode* 
ration for which her grafridson, in his heart, returned 
her but slender thanks. 

In the meanwhile, Catherine continued to place upw 
on the table the slender preparations for the meal of 
a recluse, which consisted almost entirely etf cole- 
wort, boiled and served up hs an earthen platter, hav- 
ing no better seasoning than a Little sak, and no het> 
ter accompaniment than some coarse barley thread in 
very moderate quantity. The water»pkcher, already 1 
mentioned, furnished the only beverage. Alter a 
Laitn grace, delivered by rhe Abbess, the guests sat 
down to their spare entertainment. The simplicity 
of the fare appeared to produce no ctistate in the fe- 
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males, who ate of it moderately, but with the usual 
appearance of appetite. But Roland Graeme had been 
used to better cheer. Sir Halbert Gkndinning, who 
affected even an unusual degree of nobleness in his 
house-keepings maintained it in a style of genial hos* 
pitaiity, which rivalled that of the Northern Barons 
of England. He might think, perhaps, that by do- 
ing so, he acted yet more completely the part for 
which he was not born— that of a great baron and a 
leader* Two bullocks, and sis sheep weekly, were 
the allowance when the baron was at home, and did 
not gready diminish during his absence. A boll of 
malt was weekly brewed into ale, Which was used by 
the household at discretion. Bread was baked in pro- 
portion for the consumption of his domestics and re- 
tainers, and in this scene of plenty had Roland 
Graeme now lived for several years. It formed a bad 
introduction to lukewarm greens and spring water; 
and probably his countenance indicated some sense 
of the difference, for the Abbess observed, ** It would 
seem, my son, that the tables of the heretic Baron, 
whom you have so long followed, are more daintily 
furnished than those of the suffering daughters of 
the church; and yet, not upon the most solemn nights 
of festival, when the nuns were permitted to eat their 
portion at mine own table, did i consider the cates 
Which werethen served up, as half so delicious as these 
vegetables and this water on which I prefer to feed, 
rather than do aught which may derogate from the 
strictness of my vow. It shall ever be said that the 
mistress of this house made it a house of feasting, 
when day sot darkness and of affliction were hanging 
over the Holy Church, of which I am an unworthy 
member.'' 

" Well hast thou said, my sister," replied Magda- 
len. Graeme, " but now it is not onty time to suffer in 
the good cause, but to set in it. And since our pil- 
grim's meal is finished, let us go apart to prepare for 4 
our journey of to-morrow, and to advise on the man- 
ner m which these children shall be employed, and 
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what measures we can adopt to supply their thought* 
lessness and lack of discretion." 

Notwithstanding his indifferent cheer* the heart of 
Roland Graeme bounded high at this proposal, which 
he doubted not would lead to another tete-a-tete be- 
twixt him and the pretty novice. But he was mis* 
taken. Catherine, it would seem, had no mind so far 
to indulge him; for, moved either by delicacy or ca- 
price, or some of those indescribable shades betwixt 
the one and the other, with which women love to 
tease, and at the same time to captivate the ruder 
sex, she reminded the Abbess that it was necessary 
she should retire for an hour before vesper and, re- 
ceiving the ready and approving nod of her Superior, 
- she rose to withdraw. But, before leaving the apart* 
ment, she made obeisance to the ^natrons, bending 
herself till her hands touched her knees, smd then 
made a slighter reverence to Roland, which consist- 
ed in a slight bend of the body, and gentle depres- 
sion on the head. This she performed very demure- 
ly; but the party on whom the salutation was confer- 
red, thought he could discern in her manner an arch 
and mischievous exultation over his secret disappoint* 
ment.* — The devil take the saucy girl, he thought in 
his heart, though the presence of the Abbess shoald 
have repressed all such profane imaginations,— she is 
as hard hearted as the laughing hyaena that the story- 
books tell of — she has a mind that I shall not forget 
her this night at least. - 

The matrons now retired also, giving the page to 
understand that he was on no account to stir from 
the convent, or to show himself at the windows, the 
Abbess expressing a reason, the readiness with which 
the rude heretics caught at every occasion of scanda- 
lizing the religious orders. 

u This is worse than the rigour of Mr. Henry 
Warden himself," said the page, when he was left 
alone; " for, to do him justice, however strict in re- 
quiring the most rigid attention during the time of 
;his homilies^ he left us to the freedom of our own 
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iritis afterwards— -ay, and would take a share in our 
pastimes too, if he thought them entirely innocent. 
But these old women aire utterly wrapt up in gloom, 
mystery, and self-denial.—- Well then— if I must nei- 
ther stir out of the gate nor look out at window, I 
will at least see what the inside of the house contains 
that may help .to pass away one's time — peradven- 
ture, I may light on that blue -eyed laugher in some 
corner or other." 

Going, therefore, out of the chamber by the en- 
trance opposite to that through which the two ma- 
trons had departed, for it may be readily supposed 
he had no desire to intrude on their privacy* he wan- 
dered from one chamber to another, through the de- 
serted edifice, seeking with boyish eagerness, some 
source of interest or amusement. Here he passed 
through a long gallery, opening on either hand into 
the little cells of the nuns, all deserted, and deprived 
of the few trifling articles of furniture which the rules 
of the order admitted; - 

The birds are flown, thought the page; but whe- 
ther they will find themselves worse off in the open air 
than in these damp .narrow cages, 1 leave my Lady 
•Abbess and my venerable relative to settle betwixt 
them. I think the lark which they have left behind 
them, would like best to sing under God's free 
sky. 

A winding stair,' strait and narrow, as if to remind 
the nuns of their duties of fast and maceration, led 
down to a lower suite of apartments, which occupied 
the ground story of the house* These rooms were 
even more ruinous than those which he had left; for, 
having encountered the first fury of the assailants by 
whom the nunnery had been wasted, the windows had 
been dashed in, the doors broken down, and even the 
partitions betwixt the apartments, in some places de- 
stroyed. As he thus stalked from desolation to deso- 
lation, and began to think of returning from so unin- 
teresting a research to the chamber which he had 
left, he was surprised to hear the low of a cow very 
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close to him* The sound was so uoexpecte<iat the 
time and place, that Roland Graeme started as if it 
. had been the voice of a lion, and laid his hand on his 
* dagger, while at the same moment the lightand love* 
ly form of Catherine Seyton presented itself at the 
door of the apartment from which the sound had is* 
sued, 

" Good even to you, valiant champion!" said shej 
" since the days of Guy of Warwick, never was one 
more worthy to encounter a dun cow." 

44 Cow?" said Roland Greme, " by my faith, I 
thought it had been the devil that roared so near n»e 
— who ever heard of a convent containing a cow- 
house?" 

" Cow and -calf may come hither now," answered 
Catherine, " for we have no means to keep out either* 
But I advise you, kind sir, to return to the place 
from whence you camet" 

"Not till I see your charge, fair sister," answered 
Roland, and made his way into the apartment in spite 
of the half serious, half laughing remonstrances of 
the girl. 

The poor solitary cow, now the only severe re* 
ciuse within the nunnery was quartered in a spacious 
chamber, which had once been the refectory of the 
convent. The roof was graced with groin'd arches, 
and the wall with niches, from which the images had 
been pulled down. These remnants of architectural 
ornaments were strangely contrasted with the rude 
crib and manger constructed for the cow in one cor- 
ner of the apartment, and the stack of fodder which. 
- was piled beside it for her food. 

44 By my faith/' said the page, " Crombie is more 
lordly lodged than any one here." 

44 You had beat remain with her," said Catherine, 
44 and supply by your filial attentions. the offspring 
she has had the ill luck to lose." > 

41 1 will remain; at least, to help you to prepare 
her night's lair, pretty Catherine," said Roland seiz- 
ing upon a pitch-fork. 
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44 By no means," said Catherine, " for besides that 
you know not in the least to do her that service, you 
will bring a chiding my way, and I get enough of 
that in the regular course of things." 

44 What! for accepting my assistance?" said the 
page;— u for accepting my assistance, who am to he 
your confederate in some deep matter of import? 
That were altogether unreasonable — and, now I think 
dtt it, tell me if you can, what is this mighty emprise 
to which I am destined?" 

44 Robbing a bird's nest, I should suppose," said 
Catherine, " considering the champion whom they 
have selected;" 

44 By my faith," said the youth, " and he that has 
taken a falcon's nest in the Scaurs of Pblmoodie, has 
done something to brag of, tny fair sister. — But that 
is all ovfer now— a murrain on the nest, and the 
ey asses and their food, washed or unwashed, for it 
was all ation of cramming these worthless kites that 
I was sent upon my present travels. Save that T 
have met with you, pretty sister, I could eat my 
dagger-hilt for vexation at my own folly. But, as 
we are to be fellow -travellers"^— 

44 Fellow-labourers! not fellow ^travellers!" answer- 
ed the girl; "for to your comfort be it known, that 
the Lady Abbess and I set out earlier than you and 
your respected relative to-morrow, and that I partly 
endure your company at present, because it may be 
long ere we meet again." 

44 By Saint Andrew, but it shall not though," an- 
swered Roland; u I will not hunt at all unless we are 
to hunt in couples." 

44 I suspect, in that and in other points, we must 
do as we are bid.~But hark! I hear my aunt's voice." 

The old lady entered in good earnest, and darted 
a severe glance at her niece, while Roland had the 
ready wit to busy himself about the halter of the 
cow. 

44 The young gentleman," said Catherine gravely^ 
tt is helping me to tie the cow up faster to her Btake > 

11* 
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for I find that last night when she put her head out 

of the window and lowed, she alarmed the whole 
village, and we will be suspected of sorcery among 
die heretics, if they do not discover the cause of the 
apparition, or lose our cow if they do." 

« Relieve yourself of that fear," said the Abbess, 
somewhat ironically; " the person to whom she is 
now sold comes for the animal presently." 

u Good night then, my poor companion," said 
Catherine, patting the animal's shoulders; " I hope 
thou hast fallen into kind hands, for my happiest 
hours of late have been spent in tending thee— I 
would I had been born to no better; task." 

** Now, out upon thee, mean-spirited wench!" 
said the Abbess; " is that a speech worthy of the 
qame of Seyton, or of the mouth of a sister of this 
house, treading the path of election — and to be spo- 
ken before a stranger youth too! — Go to my oratory, 
minion— there read your Hours till I come thither, 
when I will read you such a lecture, as shall make 
you prize the blessings which you possess." 

Catherine was about to withdraw in silence, cast- 
ing a half sorrowful, half comic, glance at Roland 
Graeme, which seemed to say— a you see to what 
your untimely visit has exposed meV when, sudden- 
ly changing her mind, she came forward to the page, 
and extended her hand as she bid him good evening. 
Their palms had pressed each other ere the astonish- 
ed matron could interfere, and Catherine had time 
to say—* 4 Forgive me, mother; it is long since we 
have seen a face that looked with kindness on us* 
Since these disorders have broken up our peaceful 
. retreat, all has been gloom and malignity; I bid this 
youth kindly farewell* because he has come hither in 
kindness, and because the odds are great, that we 
may never again meet in this world. I guess better 
than he, that the schemes on which you are rushing 
are too mighty for your management, and that you 
ye now setting the atone a-rolling which must surely 
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crush you in its descent. I bid farewell," she 
added, ** to my fellow-victim?" „ 

This was spoke with a tone of ^ieep and serious 
feeling, altogether different from' the usual levity of 
Catherine's manner, and plainly showed, that beneath 
the giddiness of extreme youth and total inexperU 
ence, there lurked in her bosom a deeper power of 
sense and feelingy than her conduct had hitherto ex- 
pressed. 

The Abbess remained a moment: silent after she 
had left the room. The proposed .rebuke died on her 
tongue, and she appeared struck with, the deep and 
foreboding tone in which her niece had spoken her 
good-even.. She led the way in silence to the apart- 
ment which they h*d Formerly occupied, and where 
there was prepared a small refection^ as the Abbess 
termed it, consisting of milk and barley-bread. Mag- 
dalen Graeme, summoned to take share in this colla- 
tion, appeared from an adjoining apartment, but 
Catherine was seen no more. There was little said 
during the hasty meal, and after it was finished, Ro- 
land Graeme was dismissed to the nearest cell, where 
some preparations had been made for his repose. 

The strange circumstances in which he found him- 
self, had .their usual effect in preventing slumber 
from hastily descending on him; and he could dis- 
tinctly hear, by a low but earnest murmuring, in the 
apartment which he had left, that the matrons con- 
tinued in deep consultation to a late hour. As they 
separated, he heard the Abbess distinctly express 
herself thus: u In a word, my sister, I venerate your 
character and the authority with which my Superi- 
ors have invested you; yet it seems to me, that, ere 
entering on this perilous course, we should consult 
some of the Fathers of the Church." 

*> And how and where are we to find a faithful 
Bishop or Abbqt at whom to ask counsel? The faith- 
ful Eustatius is no more — he is withdrawn from a 
world of evil, and from the tyranny of heretics. May 
Heaven and our Lady assoilzie him of his sins, and 
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abridge the penance of his mortal infirmities!- — 
Where shall we find another, with whom to take 
counsel?" 

" Heaven will provide for the Church," said the 
Abbess; " and the faithful fathers who are yet suf- 
fered to remain in the house of Kennaquhair, wift 
proceed to elect an Abbot, They will not suffer the 
staff to fall down, or the mitre to be unfilled, for the 
threats of heresy." 

u That will I learn to-morrow," said Magdalen 
Graeme; 44 yet who now takes the office of an hour, 
save to partake with the spoilers in their work of 
plunder — to-morrow will tell us if one of the thou- 
sand saints who are sprung from the House of Saint 
Mary's continues to look down on it in its misery.— 
Farewell, my sister, we meet at Edinburgh." 

44 fienedicite!" answered the Abbess, and they 
parted. 

To Kennaquhair and to Edinburgh we bend our 
way, thought Roland Graeme. That information 
have I purchased by a sleepless hour— it suits well 
with my purpose. At Kennaquhair I shall see Fa- 
ther Ambrose;— at Edinbugh I will find the means* 
of shaping my own course through this bustling 
world, without burthening my affectionate relation—* 
at Edinburgh, too, I shall see again the witching no- 
vice, with her blue eyes and her provoking smile.— 
He fell j^sleep, and it was to dream of Catherine 
Sevton. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

' What, Dftgon up again!— I thought we had hurFd him 

Down on the threshold, never more to rise. 

Bring wedge and axe; and, neighbours, lend your hands, 
' And rive the idol into winter faggots. 

ATHMJSTAKE, OB THE COftVIRTBD DaKB. 

1 " ' 'J 

Roland Graeme slept long and sound, and the 
sun was high over the horizon, when the voice of 
bis companion summoned him to resume their pil- 
grimage; and when, hastily arranging his dress, he 
went to attend her call, the enthusiastic matron stood 
already at the threshold, prepared for her journey. 
There was in all the deportment of this remarkable 
woman, a promptitude of execution, and a sternness 
of perseverance, founded on the fanaticism which she 
nursed so deeply, and which seemed to absorb all the 
ordinary purposes and feelings of mortality. One 
human affection only gleaming through her enthusi- 
astic energies, like the broken glimpses of the sun 
through the rising clouds of a storm. It was her 
maternal fondness for her grandson— a fondness car- 
ried almost to the verge of dotage, in circumstances 
where the Catholic religion was not concerned, but 
which gave way instantly when it chanced either to 
thwart or eome in contact with the more* settled 
purpose of her soul, and the more devoted duty of 
her life. Her life she would willingly have laid 
down to save the earthly object of her affection, but 
that object itself she was ready to hazard, and would 
have been willing to sacrifice, could the restoration 
of the Church of Rome have been purchased with 
his blood. Her discourse by the way, excepting the 
few occasions in which her extreme love of her 
grandson found opportunity to display itself in anx- 
iety for his health and accommodation, turned en- 
tirely on the duty of raising up the fallen honours of 
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the Church, and replacing a Catholic sovereign on 
the throne. There were times at which she hinted, 
though very obscurely and distantly, that she herself 
was foredoomed by Heaven to perform a part in this 
important task; and that she had more than mere 
human warranty for the zeal with which she engaged 
in it. But on this subject she expressed herself in 
such general language, that it was not easy to decide 
whether she made any actual pretensions to a direct 
and supernatural call, like the celebrated Elizabeth 
Barton, commonly called the Nun of Kent; or whe- 
ther she only dwelt upon the general duty which 
was incumbent on all Catholics of the time, and the 
pressure of which she chanced to feel in an extraor- 
dinary degree. 

Yet, though Magdalen Graeme gave no direct in- 
timation of her pretensions to be considered as some- 
thing beyond the ordinary class of mortals, the de- 
meanour of one or two persons among the travellers 
whom they occasionally >met, as they entered the 
more fertile and populous part/of the valley, seemed 
to indicate their belief in her superior attributes. It 
is true, that two clowns, who drove before them a 
herd of cattle-— one or two village" wenches, who 
seemed bound for some merry-making— a strolling 
soldier, and a wandering student, as his thread bare 
black cloak and his satchel of books proclaimed hifn 
—passed our travellers withour observation, or with 
a look of contempt; and, moreover* that two or three 
children, attracted by the appearance of a dress so 
nearly resembling that of a pilgrim,* joined in hoot* 
ing and calling " out upon the old mass-monger." 
But one or two, who nourished in their bosoms re- 
spect for the down-fallen hierarchy— casting first a 
timorous glance around, to see that no one observed 
them—hastily crossed themselves— bent their knee 
to sister Magdalen, by which name they saluted, her 
—kissed her hand, or even the htm of her dalmatique 
—received with humility the Benedicite with which 
she repaid their obeisance; and then* starting up, and 



} 



THB ABBOT, 131 

again looking timidly around to see that they had 
been unobserved, hastily resumed their journey* 
Even while within sight of persons of the prevailing 
faith, there were individuals bold enough, by fold- 
ing their arms and bending their head, to give dis- 
tant and silent intimation that they recognised sister 
Magdalen, and honoured alike her person, and her 
purpose* 

S te failed not to notice to her grandson these marks 
of honour and respect which from lime to time she 
received. u You see," she said, tc my son, that the 
enemies have been unable altogether to suppress the 
good spirit, of to root out the true seed. A mid he- 
retics and schismatics, spoilers of the church's lauds, 
and scoffers at saints and sacraments, there remains a 
remnant." . 

u it is true, my mother," said Roland Graeme; 
" but methinks they are of a quality which can help 
us but little. See you not all those who wear steel at 
their side, and bear marks of better quality, ruffle 
past us as they would past the meanest beggars; for 
those who give us any marks of sympathy, are the 
poorest of the poor, and most outcast of the needy, 
Who have neither bread to share with us, nor swords 
to defend us, nor skill to use them if they had. That 
poor wretch that last kneeled to you with such deep 
devotion, and who seemed emaciated by the toucliof 
some wasting disease within, and the grasp of pov- 
erty without— that pale, shiver irtg, miserable caitiff, 
how can he aid the great schemes you meditate?" 
, ** Much, my son," said the matron, with more 
mildness than the page perhaps expected. u When 
that pious son qf th& church returns from the shrine 
of Saint Ringan, Whither he now travels by my coun- 
sel, and by the aid of good Catholics,—- 'When he re- 
turns, healed of his wasting malady, high in health, and 
strong in limb, will not the glory of his faithfulness, 
and, its miraculous reward, speak louder in the ears 
of this besotted people of Scotland, than the din which 
is weekly made in a thousand heretical pulpits?" 
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" Ay, but mother, I fear the Saint's hand- it out. 
It ie long since we have heard of a miracle perform- 
ed at Saint Ringan's." 

The matron made a dead pause, and, with a voice 
tremulous with emotion, asked, " Art thou so un- 
happy as to doubt the power of the blessed Saint?" 

« Nay, mother," the youth hastened to reply* u I 
believe as the Holy church commands, and doubt 
not Saint Ringan's power of healing; but be it said 
with reverence, he hath not of late showed the in- 
clination." 

u And has this land deserved it?" said the Catho- 
lic matron, advancing hastily while she spoke, until 
she Attained the summit of a rising ground, over 
which the path led, and then standing again still* 
44 Here," she said," stood the Cross, the limits of the 
Halidome of Saint Mary's— here— on this eminence 
—from which the eye of the holy pilgrim might first* 
catch a view of that ancient Monastery, the light of 
the land, the .abode of saints, and the grave of mon- 
arch s— Where is now that emblem of our faith? It 
lies low on the earth— a shapeless block, from which 
the broken fragments have been carried off, for the 
meanest uses, till now no semblance of its original 
form remains, Look towards the east, my son, 
where the sun was wont to glitter on stately spires— 
from which crosses and bells have now been hurled^ 
as if the land bad been invaded once more by barba- 
rous heathens— Look at yonder battlements, of whicty 
we can, even at this distance, descry the partial de- 
molition; and ask if this land can expect from the bless- 
ed saints, whose shrines and whose images have 
been profaned, any other miracles than those of ven- 
geance? How long," she exclaimed, looking upward, 
" How long shall it be delayed?" She paused, and 
resumed with enthusiastic rapidity, ** Yes, my son, 
all on earth is but for a peiiod— joy and grie£ tri- 
umph and desolation, succeed each other like cloud 
and sunshine; — the vineyard shall not be forever trod- 
den down, the gaps shall be amended, and the fruit- 
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ful branches once more dressed and trimmed* Even 
this day, — ay, even this houiyl trust to hear news of 
importance. Dally not-— let "lis on—time is brie£ 
and judgment is certain.'* 

She resumed the path which led to the Abbey*— 
a path which, in ancient times, was carefully marked 
out by posts and rails J to assist the pilgrim in his 
journey — these were now torn up and destroyed. 
A half hour's walk placed them in front of the splen- 
did Monastery, which, although the church was as 
yet entire, had not escaped the fury of the times. 
The long range of cells and of apartments for the use 
of the brethren, which occupied two sides of the great 
square, were almost entirely ruinous, the interior 
having been consumed by fire, which only the mas- 
sive architecture of the outward walls had enabled 
them to resist. The Abbot's house, which formed 
the third side of the square, was, though injured, 
still inhabited, and afforded refuge to the few brethren 
who yet, rather by connivance than actual authority, 
were permitted to remain at Kennaquhair. Their 
stately offices — their pleasant gardens— the magnifi- 
cent cloisters, constructed for their recreation, were 
all dilapidated and ruinous; and some of the building 
materials had apparently been put into requisition 
by persons in the village and in the vicinity, who, 
formerly vassals of the Monastery, Ijad not hesita- 
ted to appropriate to themselves a part of the spoils* 
Roland saw fragments of Gothic pillars richly carv- 
ed, occupying the place of door-posts to the meanest 
huts; and here and there a mutilated statue, inverted 
or laid on its side,, made the door-post, or threshold 
of a wretched cow-house. The church itself was 
less injured than the other buildings of the Monas- 
tery. But the images which had been placed in the 
numerous niches of its columns and buttresses, hav«* 
mg all fallen under the charge of idolatry, to which 
the superstitious devotion of the papists had justly 
exposed them, had btsn broken and thrown down\ 
without nrfuch regard to the prescrv&uotv <al \\\t \\Ocv 
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and airy canopies and pedestals on which they' were 
placed; nor, if the devastation had stopped short at 
tMs point, could we have considered the preserva- 
tion of these monuments of antiquity as an object to 
be put in the balance with the introduction of the 
reformed worship. 

Our pilgrims saw the demolition of these sacred 
and venerable representations of saints and angels— 
for, as sacred and venerable they had been taught to 
consider them, — with very different feelings. The 
antiquary may be permitted to regret the necessity 
of the action, but to Magdalen Graeme it seemed a 
deed of impiety, deserving the instant vengeance of 
heaven*— a sentiment in which her relative joined for 
the moment as cordially as herself. Neither, however, 
aave vent to their feelings in words, and uplifted 
hands and eyes formed their only mode of express- 
ing them* The page was about to approach the 
great eastern gate of the church, but was prevented 
by his guide. 4 * That gate," she said, u has long been 
blockaded, that the heretical rabble may not know 
there still exist among the brethren of saint Mary's 
men who dare worship where their predecessors 
prayed while alive, and were interred when dead — 
follow me this way, my son." 

Roland Grseme followed accordingly; and Mag- 
dalen casting a hasty glance to see whether they 
were observed^ for she had learned caution from the 
danger of the times, commanded her grandson to 
knock at a little wicket which she pointed out to him. 
** But knock gently," she added, with a motion ex- 
pressive of caution. And after a little space, during 
which no answer was returned, she signed to Roland 
to repeat his summons for admission; and the door 
at length partially opening, discovered a glimpse of 
the thin and timid porter, by whom the duty was 
performed, skulking from the observation of those 
who stood without; but endeavouring at the same 
time to gain 3 sight of them without being himself 
seen. How different from the proud and dignified 
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consciousness with which the porter of ancient days 
offered his important brow, and his goodly person, 
to the pilgrims who repaired to Kennaquhair! His 
solemn u intrate, meijUii? was exchanged for a tre- 
mulous ** You can not enter now — -the brethren are 
in their chambers." But, when Magdalen Graeme 
asked, in an under tone of voice, " Hast thou forgot- 
ten me, my father;" he changed his apologetic refu- 
sal to u Enter, my honoured sister, enter speedily, 
v for evil eyes are upon us." 

They 'entered accordingly, and having waited until 
• the porter had, with jealous haste, barred and bolted 
the wicket, were conducted by him through several 
dark and winding passages. As they walked slow- 
ly on, he spoke to the matron in a subdued voice, as 
if he x feared to trust the very walls with the avowal 
whrcrrhe communicated. 

a Our Fathers are assembled in the Chapter-house, 
worthy sister — yes, iu the Chapter house — for the 
election of an Abbot. — Ah, Benedicite! there must 
be no ringing of bells— no high mass — no opening 
of the great gates now, that the people might see 
and venerate their spiritual Father. Our Fathers 
must hide themselves rather like robbers who choose 
a leader, than godly priests who elect a mitred 
Abbot." 

u Regard not that, my brother," answered Mag- 
dalen Graeme; the first successors of Saint Peter him- 
self, were elected not in sunshine but in tempests— 
not in the halls of the Vatican, but in the subterra- 
nean vaults and dungeons of heathen Rome — they 
were not gratulated with, shouts and salvos of can- 
non-shot and of musquetry, and the display of arti- 
ficial fire — no, my brother — but by the hoarse sum- 
mons of Lictors and Praetors, who came to drag the 
Fathers of the Church to martyrdom. From such 
adversity was the church once raised, and by such 
will it now be purified. And mark me, brother! not 
in the proudest days of the mitred Abbey, was a Su- 
perior ever chosen, whom his office *ta\\ %o wasScv 
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honour, as He shall be honoured, who now takes it 
upon him in these days of tribulation. On whom, 
my brother, will the choice fall?" 

" On whom can it fall— or, alas! who would dare 
to reply to the call, save the worthy pupil of the 
Sainted Eustatius-— the good and valiant Father 
Ambrose?" ^ 

44 1 know it," said Magdalen; " my heart told me, 
long ere your lips had uttered his name. Stand 
forth, courageous champion, and man the fatal breach? , 
— Rise, bold and experienced pilot, and seize the 
helm # while the tempest rages!-— Turn back the bat- 
tle, brave raiser of the fallen standard! — Wield crook 
and sling, noble shepherd of a scattered flock!" 

44 1 pray you, hush, my sister!" said the porter, 
opening a door which led into the great church, 44 the 
brethren will be presently here to celebrate their 
election with a solemn mass — I must marshal them 
the way to the high altar — all the officers of the ven- 
erable house have now devolved on one poor decrepit 
old man," 

He left the church, and Magdalen and Roland re- 
mained alone in that great vaulted space, whose style 
of rich, yet chaste architecture, referred its origin to 
the early part of the fourteenth century, the best pe- 
riod of Gothic building. But the niches were strip- 
ped of their images in the inside as well as the out- 
side of the church; and in the pell-mell havoc, the 
tombs of warriors and of princes had been included 
in the demolition of the idolatrous shrines. Lances 
and swords of antique size, which had hung over the 
tombs of mighty warriors of former days, lay now 
strewed among reiiques, with which the devotion of 
pilgrims had graced those of their peculiar saints; 
and the fragments of the knights and dames, which 
had once lain recumbent, or kneeled in an attitude of 
devotion where their mortal reiiques were reposed, 
were mingled with those of the saints and angels of 
the Gothic chisel, which the hand of violence had 
sent headlong from their stations. 
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The most fatal symptom 6F the whole appeared to 
be, that, though this violence had now been com* 
mitted for many months, the Fathers had lost so 
totally all heart and resolution, that they had not ad-* 
ventured even upon clearing away the rubbish, or re- 
storing the church to some decent degree of order. 
This might have been done ititho'ut. much labour. 
Bat terror had overpowered the scanty remains of a 
body once so powerful, and sensible they were only 
suffered to remain in this ancient seat by connivance 
and from compassion, they did not venture upon 
taking any step which might be construed into an as- 
sertion as their ancient rights, contenting themselves 
with the secret and obscure exercise of their religious 
ceremonial, in as unostentatious a manner as was 
possible. 

Two or three of the more aged brethren had sunk 
under the pressure of the times, and the ruins had 
been partly cleared away to permit their interment*. 
One stone had been laid over Father Nicholas, which 
recorded of him in special, that he had taken the 
vows during the incumbency of Abbot Ingelram, the 
period ho which his memory so frequently recurred. 
Another flag-stone, yet more recently deposited, co- 
vered the body of Peter the Sacristan, eminent for 
his aquatic excursion with the phantom of Avenel; 
and a third, ihe most recent of all, Bore the outline of 
a. mitre, and the words Hie jacet Eustatius Abbas; 
for no one dared to add a word of commendation in 
favour of his learning, and strenuous zeal for the Ro- 
man Catholic faith. 

Magdalen Grame looked at and perused the brief 
records of these monuments successively, and paus- 
ed over that of Father Eustace. " tn a good hour 
for thyself," she said, " but oh! in ah evil hour for 
the Church, wert thon called from us. Let thy spirit 
be with us, holy man — encourage thy successors td 
tread in thy footsteps — give him thy bold and inven- 
tive capacity, thy zeal and thy discretion — even thy 
piety exceeds not his." As she spoke^ a sMs. <taot.» 
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which closed a passage from the Abbot's house into 
the church, was thrown open, that the Fathers might 
enter the choir, and conduct to the high altar the Su- 
perior whom they had elected. 

In former times, this was one of the most splen- 
did of the many pageants which the hierarchy of 
Rome had devised to attract the veneration of the 
faithful. The period during which the Abbacy re- 
mained vacant, was a state of mourning, or, as their 
emblematical phrase expressed it, of widowhood; a 
melancholy term, which was changed into rejoicing 
and triumph when a new Superior was chosen. 
When the folding doors were on such solemn occa- 
sions thrown open, and the new -Abbot appeared on 
the threshold in full-blown dignity, with ring and 
mitre, and dalmatique and crosier, his hoary stand- 
ard-bearers and his juvenile dispensers of incense 
preceding him, and the venerable train of monks be- 
hind htm, with all besides which could announce the 
supreme authority to which he was now raised, his 
appearance was a signal for the magnificent jubilate v 
to rise from the organ And music- loft, and to be join- 
ed by the corresponding bursts of Alleluiah from the 
whole assembled congregation. Now all was chang- 
ed. In the midst of rubbish and desolation, seven or 
eight old men, bent and shaken as much by grief and 
fear as by age, shrouded hastily in the proscribed 
dress of their order, wandered like a procession of 
spectres, from the door which had been thrown open, 
up through the encumbered passage, to the high 
.altar, there to instal their elected Superior a chief of 
ruins. It was like a band of bewildered travellers 
choosing a chief in the wilderness of Arabia; or a 
shipwrecked crew electing a captain upon the barren 
island on which fate has .thrown them. 

They who, in peacefal times, are most ambitious 
of authority among others, shrink irom the compe- 
tition at such eventful periods, when neither ease nor 
Sarade attend the possession of it, and when it gives 
nly a painful pre-eminence both in danger and in 
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labour, and exposes the ill-fated chieftain to the mur- 
murs of his discontented associates, as well as to the 
first assaults of the common enemy. But he on whom 
the office of the Abbot of Saint Mary's was now con- 
ferred, had a mind fitted for the situation to which 
he was called. Bold and enthusiastic, yet generous 
and forgiving — -wise and skilful, yet zealous and 
pronipt~--he wanted but a better cause than the sup- 
port of a decaying superstition, to have raised him 
to the 'rank of a truly great man. But as the end 
crowns the work, it also forms the rule by which it 
must be ultimately judged; and those who, with sin- 
cerity and generosity, tight and fall in an evil cause, 
posterity can only compassionate as victims of a gen- 
erous but fatal error. Amongst these, we must rank 
Ambrosius, the last Abbot of Kennaquhair, whose 
designs must; be condemned, as their success would 
have ri vetted on Scotland the chains of antiquated 
superstition and spiritual tyranny; but whose talents 
in themselves commanded respect, and whose virtues, 
even from the enemies of his faith, extorted esteem* 

The bearing of the new Abbot served of itself to 
dignify a ceremonial which was deprived of all other 
attributes of grandeur. Conscious of the peril in 
which they stood, and recalling, doubtless, the better 
days they had seen, there hung over his brethren an 
appearance of mingled terror, and grief, and shame, 
which induced them to hurry over the office in which 
they were engaged, as something at once degrading 
and dangerous. 

But not so Father Ambrose. His features, in- 
deed, expressed a deep melancholy, as he walked up 
"the centre aisle, amid the ruins of things which he 
considered as holy, but his brow was undetected, and 
his step firm and solemn. He seemed to think that 
the dominion which he was about to receive, depend- 
ed in no sort upon the external circumstances under 
which it was conferred, and if a mind so firm, was 
accessible to sorrow or fear, it was not on his own 
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account, but on that of the Church to which he had 
devoted himself* 

At length he stood oil the broken steps of the high 
altar, bare- footed, as was the rule, and holding in his 
hand his pastoral staff, for the gemmed ring and jew- 
elled mitre had become secular spoils. No obedient 
vassals came, man after man, to make their homage, 
and to offer the tribute which should provide their 
spiritual Superior with palfrey and trappings. No 
Bishop assisted at the solemnity, to receive into the 
higher Tanks of the Church nobility a dignitary, 
whose voice in the legislature was as potential as his 
own. With hasty and maimed rites, the few remain- 
ing brethren stepped forward alternately to give their 
new Abbot the kiss of peace, in token of fraternal af- 
fection and spiritual homage. Mass was then hastily 
performed, but in such precipitation as if it had been 
hurried over rather to satisfy the scruples of a few 
youths, who were impatient to set out on a hunting 
party, than as if it made the most solemn part of a 
solemn ordination. The officiating priest faltered as 
he spoke the service, and often looked around, as if 
he expected to be interrupted in the midst of his of- 
fice; and the brethren listened as to that which, short 
as it was, they wished yet more abridged. 

These symptoms of alarm increased as the cere- 
mony proceeded, and, as it seemed, were not caused 
by mere apprehension alone; for, amid the pauses of 
the hymn, there were heard without sounds of a very 
different sort, beginning faintly and at a distance, but 
at length approaching close to the exterior of the 
church, and stunning with dissonant clamour those 
engaged in the service. The,winding of horns, blown 
with no regard to harmony or concert; the jangling 
of bells, the thumping of drums, the squeaking of 
bagpipes, and the clash of cymbals— the shouts of a 
multitude, now as in laughter, now as in anger— the 
shrill tones of female voices, and of those of children, 
mingling with the deeper clamours of mep, formed 
a Babel of sounds, which first drowned, and then 
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awed into utter silence the official hymns of the Con- 
vent. The cause and result of this extraordinary in- 
terruption, will be explained in the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Not the wild billows, when it breaks its barrier — 
Not the wild wind, escaping From its cavefn— - 
Not the wild fif nd, that mingles both together, 
And pouts their rage upon the ripening harvest, 
Can match the wild freaks of this mirthful meeting — 
Comic, yet fearful— droll, and yet destructive. 

Tub Conspiracy. 

The monks ceased their song, which, like that of 
the choristers in the legend of the Witch of Berkley, 
died away in a quaver of consternation; and, like a 
flock of chickens disturbed by the presence of the 
kite, they at first made a movement to disperse and 
fly in different directions, and then, with despair ra- 
ther than hope, huddled themselves -around their 
new Abbot; who, retaining the lofty and undismay- 
ed look which had dignified him through the whole 
ceremony,, stood on the higher step of the altar, as if 
desirous to be the most conspicuous mark on which 
danger might discharge itself, anol to save his com- 
panions by his self-devotion, since he could afford 
them no other protection. 

Involuntarily, as it were, Magdalen Graeme and 
the page stepped from the station which hitherto 
they had occupied unnoticed, and approached to the 
altar, as desirous of sharing the fate whict} approach- 
ed the monks, whatsoever that might be. Both bow- 
ed reverently low to the Abbot; arid while Magda- 
len seemed about to speak, the youth, looking to- 
wards the main entrance/ at which the noise now 
roared most loudly, and which was at the same time 
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assailed with much knocking, laid his hand upon his 
dagger. 

The Abbot motioned to both to forbear: " Peace, 
my sister," he said, in a low tone, but which being 
in a different key from the tumultuary sounds with- 
out, could be distinctly heard, even amidst the tu- 
mult; — u Peace," he said, " my sister: let the new 
Superior of Saint Mary's himself receive and reply, 
to the grateful acclamations of the vassals, w,ho come 
to celebrate his installation. And thou, my^on, for* 
bear, I charge thee, to touch thy earthly weapon; — 
if it is the pleasure of our protectress that her shrine 
be this day desecrated by deeds of violence, and pol- 
luted by blood-shedding, let it not, I charge you, 
happen through the deed of a Catholic son of the 
church." 

The noise and knocking at the outer gate became 
now every moment louder; and voices were heard im- 
patiently demanding admittance. The Abbot, with 
dignity, and with a step which even the emergency 
of danger rendered neither faltering nor precipitate, 
moved towards the portal, and demanded to know, in 
a tone of authority, who it was that disturbed their 
worship, and what* they desired? 

There was a moment's silence, and then a loud 
laugh from without. At length a voice replied, iC We 
desire entrance into the church; and when the door 
is opened, you wili soon see who we are." 

" By whose authority do you require entrance?" 
said the Father. 

" By the authority of the right reverendXord Ab- 
bot," replied the voice from without; and, from the 
laugh which followed, it seemed as if there was some- 
thing highly ludicrous couched under this reply. 

" I know not, and seek not, to know your mean- 
ing," replied the Abbot, u since it is probably a rude 
one. But begone, in the name of God, and leave his 
servants in peace. I speak this, as having lawful au- 
thority to command here." 

"Open the door;" said another rude voice, <f and 
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we will try titles with you, sir Monk, and show you 
a Superior we must all obey." 

".-Break open the doors if he dallies any longer," 
said a third, " and down with the carrion monks who 
would bar us of our privilege.** 
- A general shout followed. "Ay, ay, our privi*. 
lege] our privilege! down with the doors, and with 
the lurdane monks, if they make opposition;" 

The knocking was now exchanged for blows with 
great hammers, to which the doors, strong as they 
were, must soon have given way. But the Abbot, 
who saw resistance would be vain, and who did not 
wish to incense the assailants by an attempt at offer- 
ing it, besought silence earnestly, and with difficulty 
obtained a hearing. " My children," said he, a I 
will save you from committing a great sin. The por- 
ter will presently undo the gate— he is gone to fetch 
the keys — meantime, I pray you to consider if you 
are in a state of mind to cross the holy threshold." 

46 Tilly valley for your papistry," was answered 
from without; " we are in the mood of the monks 
when they are merriest, and that is when they sup 
beef- brew is for ianten kail. So if your porter hath not 
the gout, let him come speedily, or we heave away 
readily.— Said I well, comrades?" 

44 Bravely said, and it shall be as bravely done," 
said the multitude; and had not the keys arrived at 
that moment, and the porter, in hasty terror, perform- 
ed his office, and thrown open the great door, the popu- 
lace without would have saved him the trouble. The 
instant he had done so, the affrighted janitor fled like 
one who has drawn the bolts of a flood-gate, and ex- 
pects to be overwhelmed by the rushing inundation; 
The monks, with one consent, had withdrawn them- 
selves behind the Abbot, who alone kept his station 
about three yards from the entrance, showing no 
signs of fear or perturbation. His brethren — partly 
encouraged by his devotion, partly ashamed to de- 
sert him, and partly animated by a sense of duty— 
remained huddled close together, at the task <&\ta&c 
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Superior. There was a loud laugh and huzfca when 
the doors were opened; but, contrary to what might 
have been expected, no crowd of enraged assailants 
rushed into the church. On the contrary, there was 
a cr)rof " A hah! — a halt— *4o order, my master*! and 
let the two reverend fathers greet each other, as be- 
seems them." 

The appearance of the -crowd who were thus called 
to order was grotesque in the extreme. It was com- 
posed of men* women, and children, ludicrously dis- 
guised in various habits, and presenting groups equal- 
ly diversified and ludicrous. Here one fellow with a 
horse's head painted before him, and a tail be- 
hind, and the whole covered with a long foot-cloth, 
which was supposed to hide the body of the animal, 
ambled, caracoled, pranced and plunged, as he per* 
formed the celebrated part of the hobbie*hor&e, so 
often alluded to in our ancient drama; and which stilt 
flourishes on the stage in the battle that concludes 
Bayes's tragedy. To rival the address and agility dis- 
played by this character, another personage advanced, 
in the more formidable character of a huge dragon, 
with gilded wings, open jaws, and a scarlet tongue, 
cloven at the end, which made various efforts to over- 
take and devour a lad, dressed as the lovely S^taea, 
daughter of the king of Egypt, who fled before him; 
while a martial Saint George, grotesquely armed with 
a goblet for a helmet, and a spit for a lance, ever and 
anon interfered, and compelled the monster to relin- 
quish his prey. A bear, a wolf* and one ortwo other 
wild ^animals, played their parts with the discre- 
tion of Snug the joiner; for the decided preference 
which they gave to the use of their hind legs, was suf- 
ficient, without any formal annunciation, to assure the 
most timorous spectators that they had to do with 
habitual bipeds. There was a group of putlaws, with 
Robin Hood and Little John at tht-ir head-— the best 
representation exhibited at the time; arid no great 
wonder, since *w>*t of ttoe actors' were, by profession, 
thebatasked men aad thieves whom they represented. 
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ftiasqueraders there were, of a less marked descrip- 
tion. Men were disguised as women, and women as 
men— children wore the dress of aged people, and 
tottered with crutch-sticks in their hands, furred 
gowns on their little backs, and caps on their round 
heads— while grandsires assumed the infantine tone 
as well as the dress of children. Besides these, ma* 
ny had their faces painted, and wore their shirts over 
the rest of their dress; while coloured pasteboard and 
ribands furnished out decorations for others. Those 
who wanted all these properties, blacked their faces, 
and turned their jackets inside out; and thus the 
transmutation of the whole assembly into a set of mad 
grotesque mummers, was at once completed. 

The pause which the masqueraders made, waiting 
apparently for some person of the highest authority 
amongst them, gave those within the Abbey Church 
full time to observe all , these absurdities. They 
were at no loss to comprehend their purpose and 
meaning, 

tew readers can. be ignorant, that at an early period, 
and during the plenitude of her power, the Church 
of Rome not only connived at, but even encouraged 
*uch saturnalian licenses as the inhabitants of Kenna- 

Suhair and the neighbourhood had now in hand, and 
lat the vulgar, on such occasions, were not only per- 
mitted, but encouraged, by a number of gambols, 
sometimes puerile and ludicrous, sometimes immoral 
and profane, to indemnify themselves for the priva- 
tions and penances imposed on them at other seasons. 
But of all other topics for burlesque and ridicule, the 
rites and ceremonials of the church itself were most 
frequently resorted to; and, strange to say, with the 
approbation of the clergy themselves. 

While the hierarchy flourished in full glory, they do 
not appear to have dreaded the consequences of suf- 
fering the people to become so irreverently familiar 
with things sacred; they then imagined the laity to 
be much in the condition of a labourer's horse, which 
does not submit to the bridle and the whio with ^t«afe- 
vol# u 13 



146 TJU £BBOF. 

er reluctance, because, at rare intervals, he is allow* 
ed to frolic at large in his pasture, and fling out his 
heels in clumsy gambols at the master who usually 
drives him. But, when times changed*- when doubt 
of the Roman Catholic doctrine, and hatred of their 
priesthood, had possessed the reformed party, the 
clergy discovered, too late, that no small inconveni- 
ence arose from the established practice of games and 
merry makings, in which they themselves, and all 
they held most sacred, were made the subject of ri- 
dicule. It then became obvious to duller politicians 
than the Romish churchmen, that the same actions 
have a very different tendency when cjone in the spi- 
rit of sarcastic insolence and hatred, than when acted 
merely in exuberance of rude and incontroiiable 
spirits. They, therefore, though of the latest, endea- 
voured, where they had any remaining influence, to 
discourage, the renewal of these indecorous festivities. 
In this particular, the Catholic clergy were joined by 
most of the reformed preachers, who were more 
shocked at the profanity and immorality of many of 
these exhibitions, than disposed to profit by the ri- 
diculous light in which they placed the. Church of 
Rome, and her observances. But it was long ere 
these scandalous and immoral sports could be abro- 
gated;— -the rude multitude continued attached to 
their favourite pastimes; and, both in England and 
Scotland, the mitre of the Catholic— the rocket of 
the reformed bishop— and the cloak and band of the 
Calvinistic divine-— were, in turn, compelled to giye 
placebo these jocular personages, the Pope of Fools, 
the Boy -Bishop, and the Abbot of IJnreasop.* 

it was the latter personage who pow, in full cos- 
tume, made his approach to the great door of the 
Church of St. Mary's, accoutred ;n such a manner as 
to form a caricature, or practical parody, pn the cos- 
tume and attendants of the real Superior, whom he 
came to beard on the very day of his installation, in 

4 From the interesting novel, entitled ~ Ansstathis, it seems the 
*W Mk*iu$ sexcawoiM worepcaouicdintkc Greek €bwoh. 
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the presence of his clergy, and in the chancer of his 
church. The mock dignitary was a stout-made un* 
der-sized fellow, whose thick squab form had been 
rendered grotesque by a supplemental paunch, well 
stuffed. He wore a mitre of leather, with the front 
like a grenadier's cap, adorned with mock embroi* 
dery, and trinkets of tin. This surmounted a visage, 
tfife nose of which was the most prominent feature, 
being of unusual size, and at least as richly gemmed 
as his head-gear. His robe was of buckram, arid his 
cope of canvas, curiously painted, and cut into opeti 
work. On one shoulder was fixed the painted figure 
of an owl; and he bore in the right hand his pastoral 
staff, and in the left a small mirror having a handle 
to it, thus resembling a celebrated jester, whose ad* 
ventures, translated into English, were whilom ex- 
tremely popular, arid which rtiay still be procured in 
black letter, for about one pound per leaf. 

The attendants of this mock dignitary had their 
proper dresses and equipage, beating the same bur- 
lesque resemblance to the officers of the Convent 
which their leader did to the Superior. They fol- 
lowed their leader in regular procession, and the mot- 
ley characters, which had waited his arrival, now 
crowded into the church in his train, shouting as they 
came,— *- tt A hall, a hall! for the venerable father 
Howle-glas, the learned Monk of Misrule, and the 1 
Right Reverend Abbot of Unreason?" 

The discordant minstrelsy of every kind renewed" 
its din; the boys shrieked and howled, and the *mehf 
laughed and halloed, arid the women giggled and 
screamed, and the beasts roared, and the dragon wal- 
lopp'd and hissed, and the hobby-horse neighed,' 
pranced, and capered, and the rest frisked and fro- 
licked, clashing their hob-nailed shoes against the 
pavement, till it sparkled with the marks of their en- 
ergetic caprioles. ^ ? 

It was in fine, a scene of ridiculous c oh fusion, that 
deafened the ear, made the eyes giddy, and must 
have altogether stunned any indifferent. &n«cxttat\ 
whibt personal apprehension, and a coxi*c\o\x«wfc**. 
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that much of the popular enjoyment arose fr6m the 
ridicule being addressed against them, dismayed the 
monks, who were, moreover, little comforted by the 
reflection, that bold in their disguise, the mummers 
who whooped and capered around them v might, on 
slight provocation, turn their jest into earnest, or at 
least proceed to those practical pleasantries, which at 
all times arise so naturally out of the frolicsome and 
mischievous disposition of the metropolis.— They 
looked to their Abbot amid the tumult, with such 
looks as landsmen cast upon the pilot when the storm 
is at the highest— looks which express that they are 
devoid of all hope arising from their own exertions, 
and not very confident in any success likely to attend 
those of their Palinurus. 

The Abbot himself seemed at a stand; he felt no fear, 
but he was sensible of the danger of expressing his 
rising indignation, which he was scarcely able to sup* 
press. He made a gesture with his hand as if com- 
manding silence, which was at first only replied to by 
redoubled shouts, and peals of wild laughter* When, 
however, the same motion, and as nearly in the same 
manner, had been made by Howleglas, it was imme- 
diately obeyed by the riotous companions, who ex- 
pected fresh food for mirth in the conversation be- 
twixt the real and mock Abbot, having no small con- 
fidence in the vulgar wit and impudence of their lead- 
er. Accordingly they began to shout, " To it, fa- 
thers—to it."—" Fight monk, fight madcap— -Ab- 
bot against Abbot is fair play, and so is reason 
against unreason, and malice against monkery." 

" Silence, ray mates!" said Howleglas; " Can not 
two learned Fathers of the Church hold communing 
together, but you must come here with your bear- 
garden whoop and hollow, as if you were hounding 
forth a mastiff upon a mad bull? I say silence! and 
let this learned Father and I confer, touching mat- 
ters affecting our mutual state and authority." 

* My children," said Father Ambrose* 
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>* My children topy— and happy children they are!" 
said his burlesque counterpart; u many a wise child 
knows not its own father, and it is well they have* 
two to choose betwixt." 

" If thou hast aught in thee, saye scoffing and ri- 
baldry*" said the real Abbot, u permit me, for thine 
oWn soul's sake, to speak a few words to these mis- 
guided men."- 

44 Aught in me but scoffing sayest thou?" retorted 
the Abbot of Unreason; ki Why, reverend brother* Jf, 
have all that becomes mine office at this time a-day~ 
I have beef, ale, and brandy-wine, with other con- 
diments not worth mentioning; and for speaking, man 
— why T speak away, and we will have turn about, like 
honest fellows." 

During this discussion the wrath of Magdalen 
Graeme had risen to the uttermost; she approached 
the Abbot, and placing herself by his side, said in a 
low and yet distinct tone— <■" Wake and arpuse^lhec, 
Father— the sword of Saint Peter is in thine hand — 
strike and avenge Saint Peter's patrimony! Bind them 
in the chains which, being riveted by the church on 
earth, are riveted in Heaven" ■ 

" Peace, sister!" said the Abbot; " let not their 
madness destroy our discretion — I pray thee, peace, 
and let. me do my office. It is the first, peradven- 
ture it may be the last time I shall be called oa to 
discharge it." 

" Nay, my holy brother!" said Howleglas, u I read 
you, take the holy sister's advice— never throve con- 
vent without woman's counsel." 

" Peace, vain man!'* said the Abbot; " and you, 
my brethren!" 

u Nay, nay!" said the AJ>bot of Unreason, a 60 
speaking to the lay people, until ydu have conferred 
with your brother of the cowl. — I swear by bell, book 
and candle, that not one of my congregation shall 
listen to one word you have to say, so ydu had as 
well address yourself to me who will*" « 
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To escape t conference so ludicrous, the Abbot 
again attempted an appeal to what respectful feelinga 
might yet remain amongst the inhabitants of the Ha* 
lidome, once so devoted to their spiritual Superiors. 
Alas! the Abbot of Unreason had only to flourish his 
mock crosier, and the whooping, the hallooing, and 
the dancing, were renewed with a vehemence which 
would have de6ed the lungs of Stentor. 

" And now, my mates, said the Abbot of Unrea- 
son, " once again dight your gabs and be hushed — 
let us see if the Cock of Kennaquhair will fight or 
flee the pit." 

There was again a dead silence of expectation, of 
which Father Ambrose availed himself to address 
his antagonist, seeing plainly that he could gain an 
audience on no other terms. a Wretched man!" said 
he '* hast thou no better employment for thy carnal 
wit, than to employ it in leading these blind and help- 
less creatures into the pit of utter darkness?" 

44 Truly, tny brother," replied Howleglas, <4 I can 
see little difference betwixt your employment and 
mine, save that you make a sermon df a jest, and I 
make a jest of a sermon." 

" Unhappy being," said the Abbot, " who hast no 
better subject of pleasantry than that which should 
make thee tremble— no sounder jest than thine own 
sins, and no better objects for laughter than those 
who can absolve thee from guilt of them!" 

4< Verily, my reverend brother," said the mock. 
Abbot, " what you say might be true, if, in laughing 
tat hypocrites, I meant to laugh at religion.-— O, it is 
a precious thing to wear a long dress, with a girdle 
and a cowl— we become a holy pillar of Mother 
Church, and a boy must not play at ball against the 
walls for fear of breaking a painted window." 

"And will you, my friends," said the Abbot, look- 
ing around and speaking with a vehemence which 
secured him a tranquil audience for some time,— 
will you suffer a profane buffoon, within the very 
church of God, t* insult his ministers? Many of yon 
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—all of you, perhaps, have lived under my holy prede- 
cessors, who were called upon to rule in this church 
where I am called upon to suffer. If you have world- 
ly goods, they are their gift; and when you scorned 
not to accept better gilts— the mercy ami forgiveness 
of the Church — were they not ever at your command? 
, *— did we not pray while you were jovial— wake 
while you slept?" 

u Some of the good wives of the Halidome were 
wont to say so," said the Abbot of Unreason; but 
his jest met in this instance but slight applause, and 
Father /Ambrose having gained a moment's atten- 
tion, hastened to improve it. 

u What!" said he; a and is this grateful— is it seem- 
ly—is it honest— to assail with scorn a few old men, 
from whose predecessors you hold all, and whose 
only wish is to die in peace among these fragments 
of what was once the light of the land, and whose 
daily prayer is, that he may be removed ere that hour 
coines when the last spark shall be extinguished, and 
the land left in the darkness which ft has chosen, ra- 
ther than light?" We have not turned against you 
the edge of the spiritual sword to revenge our tem- 
poral persecution; the tempest of your wrath has de- 
spoiled us of land, and deprived us almost of our 
daily food, but we have not repaid it with the thun- 
ders of excommunication— we only pray your leave 
to live and die within the church which is our own, 
invoking God, bur Lady, and the Holv Saints, to 
pardon your sins, and our own, undisturbed by 
scurril butFoonry, and blasphemy." 

This speech, so different in tone and termination 
from that which the crowd had expected, produced 
an effect upon their feelings unfavourable to the pro* 
secution of their frolic. The morrice -dancers stood 
still— the hobby-horse surceased his caperingf-^pipe 
and tabor were mute, and " silence, like a heavy 
cloud," seemed to descend on the once noisy rabble. 
Several of the beasts were obviously moved to com- 
punction; -the bear could not restrain his sdbv>«eA> 
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a huge fox was observed to wipe his eyes with his 
tail. But in especial the dragon, lately so formida- 
bly rampant, now relaxed the terror of his claws, un- 
coiled his tremendous rings, and grumbled out of his 
fiery throat in a repentant tone, " By the mass, I 
thought no harm in exercising our old pastime, but 
an I thought the good Father would have taken it so 
to heart, I would as soon have played your devil as 
your dragon." 

In this momentary pause, the Abbot stood amongst 
the miscellaneous and grotesque forms by which he 
was surrounded, triumphant as Saint Anthony, in 
Cailot's Temptations; but Howleglas would not so 
resign his purpose. 

" And how now, my toasters!" said he; " Is this 
fair play or no?" Have you not chosen me Abbot of 
Unreason, and is it lawful for any of you to listen to 
common sense to-day? was I not formally elected by 
you in solemn chapter, held iti Luckie Martin's 
change-bouse, and will you now desert me, and give 
up your old pastime and privilege?— -Play out the 
play— -and he that speaks the next word of sense of 
reason, or bids us think or consider, or : the like of 
that, which befits not the day, 1 will have him solemn- 
ly ducked in the mill-dam!" 

The rabble, mutable as usual, huzza'd, the pipe 
and tabor struck up, the hobby-horse pranced, the 
beasts roared, and even the repentant dragon began 
again to coil up his spires and prepare himself for 
fresh gambols. But the Abbot might have still over- 
come by his eloquence and his entreaties, the mali- 
cious designs of the revellers, had not Dame Magda- 
len Graeme given loose to the indignation which she 
had long suppressed." 

u Scoffers," she said, u and men of Belial— -Blas- 
phemous heretics, and truculent tyrants" ■ ■ 

" Your patience, my sister, I entreat and I com- 
mand you!" said the Abbot; u let me do my duty-*- 
disturb me not in mine own office!" 
, - But Dame Magdalen continued to thunder forth 
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her threats in the name of Popes and Councils, and 
in the name of every Saint, from Saint Michael down- 
ward. 

u My comrades!" said the Abbot of Unreason, 
* this good dame hath not spoke a single word of 
reason, and therein may esteem herself free from the 
law. But what she spoke was meant for reason, and, > 
therefore, unless she confesses and avouches all which 
she has sai# to be nonsense, it shall pass for such, so 
far as to incur the penalty of our statutes.*- Where- 
fore, holy dame, pilgrim, or Abbess, or whatever 
thou art, be mute with thy mummery, or beware the 
mill-dam. We will have neither spiritual nor tem- 
poral scolds in our Diocese of Unreason!" 

As he spoke thus, he extended his hand towards 
the old woman, while his followers shouted 44 A doom 
-«-a doom!" and prepared to second his purpose, 
when lo! it was suddenly frustrated. Roland Graeme 
had witnessed with indignation the insults offered to 
his old spritual preceptor, but yet had wit enough to 
reflect he could render him no assistance, but might 
well, by ineffective interference, make matters worse. 
But when he saw his aged relative in danger of per- 
sonal violence, he gave way to the natural impetu- 
osity of his temper, and, stepping forward, struck his 
poniard into the body of the Abbot of Unreason, 
whom the blow instantly prostrated on the pavement* 



154 -THE ABBOT. 



CHAPTER XV. 

As when in tumults rise the ignoble crowd, 
Mad are their motions, and their tongues are loud, 
And stones and brands in rattling vollies fly, 
And all the rustic arms which fury can supply— - 
Then if some grave and pious man appear, 
They hush their noise and lend a listening ear. 
"" -• DaYiim'r Virgil. 

A dreadful shout of vengeance was raised by 
the revellers, whose sport was thus so fearfully in- 
terrupted, but for an instant, the want of weapons 
amongst the multitude, as well as the inflamed fea- 
tures and brandished poniard of Roland Graeme, kept 
them at bay, while the Abbot, horror-struck at the 
violence, implored, with uplifted hands, pardon foe 
blood-shed committed within the holy sanctuary* 
Magdalen Graeme alone expressed triumph in the 
blow her descendant had dealt to the scoffer, mix- 
ed, however, with a wild and anxious expression 
of terror for her grandson's safety. u Let him per- 
ish," she said, a in his blasphemy— let him die on 
the holy pavement which he has insulted*" 

But the rage of the multitude, the grief of the Ab- 
bot, the exultation of the enthusiastic Magdalen, 
were all mistimed and unnecessary. The mortally 
wounded Howleglas, as he was supposed, sprung 
alertly up from the floor, calling aloud, u A miracle, 
a miracle, my masters! as brave a miracle as ever was 
wrought in the Kirk of Kennaquhair.— And I charge 
you, my masters, as your lawfully chosen Abbot, 
that you touch no one without my command — You, 
wolf and bear, will guard this pragmatic youth, but 
without hurting him— .And you, reverend brother, 
will with your comrades, withdraw to your cells; 
for our conference has ended like all conferences^ 
leaving each of his own mind, as before; and if we 
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fi^ht, both you and your brethren, and the Kirk, 
will have the worst on't— Wherefore pack up your 
pipes and begone." 

The hubbub was beginning again to awaken, but 
still Father Ambrose hesitated, as uncertain to what 
path his duty called him, whether to face out the 
present storm, or to reserve himself for a better mo- 
ment. His brother of Unreason observed his diffi- 
culty, and said, in a tone more natural and less af- 
fected than that with which he hail hitherto sustain- 
ed his character, *♦ We came hither, my good sir, 
more iu mimh than in mischief— *our bark is worse 
than our hite^-and, especially, we mean you no per- 
sonal harm^-wherefore, draw off while the play is 
good; for it is ill whistling for a hawk when she is 
once on the soar, and worse to snatch the quarry from 
the ban-dog— Let these fellows once begin their 
brawl, and it will be too much for madness itself, let 
alone the Abbot of Unreason, to bring them back to 
the lure." \ 

The brethren crowded around Father A mbro&ius, 
and joined in urging him to give place to the torrent. 
The present revel was, they said, an ancient custom 
which his predecessors had permitted, and old Fa- 
ther Nicholas himself had played the dragon in the 
days of the Abbot Iagelram, 

" And we now reap the fruit of the seed wfhkh 
they have so unadvisedly sown,' 9 said Ambrosius; 
4 * they taught men to make a mock of what is holy, 
what wonder that the descendants of scoffers become 
robbers and plunderers? But be it as y«& list, my 
bredifeo— move towards the dortour^ And you, 
dame, I command you by the authority which 1 have 
over you, and by your respect lot that youth's safety, 
that you go wU& us without farther speech*-** Yet, 
stay—what are your intentkm towards that youth 
whom you detain prisoner?**-. Wot ye," he continued, 
addressing Howieglas in a stem tone of voice, * that 
he bears the livery of the house of Aveod? Thdy 
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who fear not the anger of Heaven, may at least dread 
the wrath of man." 

u Cumber not yourself concerning hioi," answer- 
ed Howleglas, u we know right well who and what 
he is." 

44 Let me pray/' said the Abbot, in a tone of en- 
treaty, u that you do him no wrong for the rash deed 
which he attempted in his imprudent zeal." . 

44 1 say, cumber not yourself about it, Father," an- 
swered Howleglas, " but move off with your train, 
male and female, or I will not undertake to save 
yonder she-saint from the ducking-stool-— and as for 
bearing of malice, my stomach has no room for it; 
it is," he added, clapping his hand on his portly 
belly, " too well bumbasted out with straw and buck- 
ram— gramercy to them both— they kept out that 
madcap's dagger as well as a Milan corslet could 
have done." 

In fact, the home driven poniard of Roland 
Graeme had lighted upon the stuffing of the fictitious 
paunch, which the Abbot of Unreason wore as a 
pan of his characteristic dress, and it was only the 
force of the blow which had prostrated that reverend 
person on the ground for a moment. 

Satisfied in some degree by this man's assurances, 
and compelled to give way to superior force, the 
Abbot Ambrosius retired from the Church at the 
head of the monks, and left the court free for the 
revellers to work their will. But, wild and wilful as 
these rioters were, they accompanied the retreat of 
the religioners with none of those shouts of contempt 
and derision with which they had at first hailed them. 
The Abbot's discourse had affected some of them 
with remorse, others with shame, and all with a tran- 
sient degree of respect. They remained silent until 
the last monk had disappeared through the side- door 
which communicated with their dwelling-place, and 
even then it cost some exhortations on the part of 
Howleglas, some caprioles of the hobby-horse, and 



THE ASBOT. fSf- 

some? wallops 6f the dragon, to rouse once more the 
rebuked spirit of revelry. 

" And bow now, my masters?" said the Abbot of 
Unreason; M and wherefore jfook on me with such 
blank Jack-a-Lent visages? Will you lose your old 
pastime for an old wife's tale of saints? and purgatory? 
Why, I thought you would fa** made all split long 
since — Come, strike up, tabor* and harp, strike up, 
fiddle and rebeck— dance and be merry to-day, and 
let care come tormorwrta* Bear and wolf, look to 
your prisoner — prance, hobby — hiss, dragon, and 
halloo, boys— -we grow otdfer every moment we stand 
idle, and life is too short to b«spemu»pk^ing mum- 
chance." 

This pithy exhortation was attended with the ef- 
fect desired. They fumigated the Church with burnt 
wool and feathers' instead of ineenae, put foul water 
into the holy- Water basins', and celebrated a parody 
on the Church service, the mock Abbot officiating at 
the altar; they sung ludicrous and indecent parodies, 
to the tune of church hymn*; they violated whatever 
vestments or vessels belonging to the Abbey they 
could lay their haridVupon; and, praying every freak 
which the wh'rm of the moment could suggest to 
their wild; caprice, at length' they fell to more lasting 
deeds of demolition, pulled down and destroyed some 
carved* wood- work, dashed out the painted windows 
which had escaped former violence, and in theft* 
rigorous search- after sculpture dedicated to idolatry, 
began to destroy what ornaments yet remained en- 
tire upon the tomb*, and around the cornices of the 
pillars. 

The spirit of demolition, like other tastes, increases 
by indulgence; from these lighter attempts at mis- 
chief, the more tumultuous part t>f the meeting be- 
gan to meditate destruction pn a more extended 
scale— c * Let us heave h down altogether, the old 
crow's nest," became a genetat cry among them; ** it' 
has served the Pope and his rooks too long;" and up 

W. r. 14 ; 
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they struck a ballad which was then popular among 
the lower classes. 



" The Paip, that pagan full of pride, 

Hath blinded us ower lang, 
For where the blind the blind dotfe lead, 
No marvel baith gae wrang. 
Like prince and king, 
He led the ring 
Of all iniquity. 
Sin* hay trix, trim go trlx, 
Under the greenwood tree. 

The bishop rich, he could not preach 

For sporting with the lasses, 
The silly friar behoved to fleech 
For awmbus as he passes. 
The curate his creed 
He could not read, 

Shame fa* the company. 
Sing hay trix, trim go trix, 
Under the greenwood tree J 



M 



Thundering put this chorus of a notable hunting 
song, which had been pressed into the service of 
some polemical poet, the followers of the Abbot of 
Unreason were turning every moment more tumul- 
tuous, and getting beyond the management even of 
that reverend prelate himself, when a knight in full 
armour, followed by two or three men-at-arms, enter- 
ed the church, and in a stern voice commanded them 
to forbear their riotous mummery. 

His visor was up, but if it had been lowered, the 
congnizance of the holly branch sufficiently di&tin- 
guished SirHalbert Glendinning,who,on his home- 
ward road, was passing through the village of Ken- 
naquhair; and moved, perhaps, by anxiety for his 
brother's safety, had come directly to the church on 
hearing of the uproar. 

" What is the meaning of this, 9 ' he said, u my 
masters? are ye Christian men, and the king's sub- 
jects, and yet waste afod destroy church and chance^ 
like so many heathens?" 

All stood silent, though doubtless there were se- 
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vera! disappointed and surprised at receiving chiding 
instead of thanks from so zealous a protestant. 
► The dragon, indeed, did at length take upon him 
to be spokesman, and growled from the depth of his 
painted maw, that they did but sweep Popery out of 
the church with the besom of destruction. 

" What! my friend," replied Sir ilalbert Glendin- 
ning " think you this mumming and masking has not 
more of Popery in it than have these stone walls? 
Take the leprosy out of your flesh, before you speak 
of purifying stone walls — abate your insolent license, 
which leads but to idle vanity and sinful excess; and 
know, that what you now practise, is one of the pro- 
fane and unseemly sports introduced by the priests 
of Rome themselves, to mislead and to brutify the 
souls" which fell into their net." 

" Marry come up— are you there with your bears?" 
muttered the- dragon, with a draconic sullcnness, 
which was in good keeping with his character, u we 
had as good have been Romans still if we are to have 
no freedom in our pastimes!" 

" Doest thou reply to me so?" said Sir Halbert 
Glendinnrdg; " or is there any pastime in grovelling 
on the ground there like a gigantic kail-worm? — Get 
out of thy painted case, or, by my knight-hood, I will 
treat you like the beast and reptile you have made 
yourself." 

" Beast and reptile?" retorted the offended dragon, 
"setting aside your knighthood, I hold myself as 
well a born man as thyself." 

The Knight made no answer in words, but be- 
stowed two such blows with the butt of his lance on 
the petulant dragon, that had not the hoops which 
constituted the ribs of the machine been pretty 
strong, they would hardly have saved those of the ac- 
tor from being broken. In all haste the masquer crept 
out of his disguise, unwilling to abide a third buffet 
from the lance of the enraged Knight. And when 
the ex-dragon stood on the floor of the church, he' 
presented to Halbert Glendinning the welVVft&Hrev 
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countenance of Dan of the Howlet-hir&t, an ancient 
comrade of his own, ere fate had raided him so high 
above the rank to which he was born. The clown 
looked sulkily upon 1 the Knight, as if to upbraid him. 
for his violence towards an old acquaintance, and 
Glendinning's own good nature reproached him for 
the violence he had acted upon him. 

" I did wrong*, to strike thee," he said, " Dan; but 
in truth, I knew thee not— -thou wertever a mad fel- 
low — come to Avenel Castle, and we will see how 
my hawks fly/' 

" And if we show him not falcons that will mount 
as merrily as rockets, 7 ' said the Abbot of Unreason, 
" I would your honour laid as hard on my bones as 
you did on his even now." 

" How now, Sir Knave," said the Knight, " and 
what has brought you hither?" 

The Abbot, hastily ridding himself of the false nose 
which mystified his physiognomy, and the supple- 
mentary belly which made up his disguise, stood be- 
fore his master in his real character of Adam Wood- 
cock, the falconer of AveneL 

u How, varlet," said the Knight, u hast thou dared 
to come here and disturb the very house my brother 
was dwelling in?" 

" And it was even for that reason, craving your 
honour's pardon, that I came hither — -for I heard the 
country was to be up to choose an Abbot of Unrea- 
son, and sure, thought I, I that can sing, dance, leap 
backwards over a broad-sword, and am as good a 
fool as ever sought promotion, ha^e all chance of 
carrying the office; and if 1 gain my election, I may 
^tapd his honour's brother in some stead, supposing 
things fall roughly out at the kirk of Saint Mary's*" 

" Thou art but a cogging knave," said Sir Halbert, 
" and well I wot, that love of ^le and brandy, be* 
sides the humour of riot and frolic, would draw thee 
a mile, when love of my house would not bring thee 
a yard. But go to— carry thy roisterers elsewhere 
—Jo the ale-house if they list," and there are. crowns 
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to pay your charges — make out the day's madness 
without doing more mischief, and be wise men to- 
morrow— -and hereafter learn to serve 9 good cause 
better than by acting like ruffians." 

Obedient to his master's mandate, the falconer was 
collecting his discouraged followers, and whispering 
into their ears — " Away, away — tace is . Latin for a 
candle — never mind the good Knight's pu,ritanxsm — 
we will play the frolic out over a stand of double ale 
in Dame Martin the Brewster's barn yard— draw off, 
harp and tabor — bagpipe and drum— mum till you 
are out of the church-yard, then let the welkin ring 
again— move on, wolf and bear— keep the hind legs 
till you cross the kirk-style, and then show yourselves 
beasts of mettle — what devil sent him here to spoil 
our holiday!— but anger him not, my hearts, his lance 
is no goose -feather, as Dan's ribs can tell." 

<c By my soul," said Dan, " had it been another 
than my ancient comrade, I would have made my 
father's old fox fly about his ears." 

" Hush! hushl man," replied Adam Woodcock, 
" not a word that way, as you value the safety of 
your bones— what, man! we must take a clink as it 
passes, so it is not bestowed in downright ill-will.' 

" But I will take no such thing," said Dan of the 
Howlet-hirst, sullenly resisting the efforts of Wood- 
cock, who was dragging him out of the church; when, 
the quick military eye of Sir Halbert Glendinning 
detecting Roland Graeme betwixt his two guards, 
the Knight exclaimed, " So ho! falconer,— Wood- 
cock, — knave, hast thou brought my Lady's page in 
mine own livery, to assist at this hopeful revel of 
thine, with your wolves and bears? since you were 
at such mumnlings, you might, if you would, have 
at least saved the credit of my household, by dress- 
ing him up as a jack-an-apes — bring him hither, fel- 
lows!" 

^ Adam Woodcock was too honest and downright, 
to ptrmit blame to light upon the youth, when it wars 
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undeserved* u I swear," he said, " by Saint Martin 
of Bullions" 

" And what hast thou to do with Saint Martin?' 5 

" Nay, little enough, sir, unless when he sends such 
rainy days that we can not fly a hawk— -but I say to 
your worshipful knighthood, that as I am a true 
man"—— • 

" As you are a false varlet, had been the better ob- 
testation." 

44 Nay, if your knighthood allows me not to speak, 
I can hold my tongue— but the boy came not hither 
by my bidding, for all that." 

u But to gratify his own malapert pleasure, I war- 
rant me," said Sir Halbert Glend inning.— " Come 
hither, young springald, and tell me whether you, 
have your mistress's licence to be so far absent from 
the Castle, or to dishonour my livery by mingling in 
such a May-game?" 

"Sir Halbert Glendinning," answered Roland 
Graeme, with steadiness, ** I have obtained the per- 
mission, or rather the commands, of your lady, to 
dispose of my time hereafter according to my own 
pleasure. I have been a most unwilling spectator of 
this May-game, since it is your pleasure so to call it; 
and I only wear your livery until I can obtain clothes 
which bear no such badge of servitude." 

" How am I to understand this, young man?" said 
Sir Halbert Glendinning; " speak plainly, for I am 
too reader of riddles, — 1 hat my lady favoured thee, I 
know. What hast thou done to disoblige her, and 
occasion thy dismissal?" 

* Nothing to speak of," said Adam . Woodcock^ 
answering for the boy— u a foolish quarrel with me, 
which was more foolishly told over again to my ho- 
noured lady, cost the poor boy his place. For my 
part, I will say freely, that I was wrong from begin- 
ning to end, except about the washing of the ey ass's 
meat.— -There I stand to it that I was right." 

With that, the good-natured falconer repeated to 
hie master the whole history of the squabble wlich 
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had brought Roland Graeme into disgrace with his 

mistress, but in a manner so favourable for the page, 

that Sir H albert could not but suspect his generous 

motive. 

_, " Thou art a good-natured feUow," he said, 

* 4 Adam Woodcock." V 

" As ever had falcon upon fist," said Adam; u and, 
for that matter, so is Master Roland; but being hall 
a gentleman by his office, his blood is soon up, and so 
is mine." » 

" Well," said Sir Halbert, "be it as it will, mjr 
lady has acted hastily, for this was no great matter of 
offence to discard the lad whom she had trained up 
for years; but he, I doubt not, made it worse by his 
prating— *it jumps . well with a purpose, however, 
which I had in my mind. Draw off these people, 
Woodcock, and you, Roland Graeme, attend me." 

The page followed him in silence into the Abbot's 
house, where, stepping into the first apartment which 
he found open, he commanded one of his attendants 
to let his brother, Master Edward Glendinning, 
know that he desired to speak with him. The men- 
at-arms went- gladly off to join their comrade, Adam 
Woodcock and the jolly crew whom he had assem- 
bled at Dame Martin'*, the hostler's wife, and the 
page and knight were left alone in the apartment. 
Sir Halbert Glendinning paced the floor for a mo* 
ment in silence, and then thus addressed his atten- 
dant — • 

• u Thou maysthave remarked, stripling, that I have 
but seldom distinguished thee by much notice; I see 
thy colour rises, but do not speak till thou nearest 
me out. I say I have never much distinguished thee, 
not because I did not see that in thee which I might 
well have praised, but because I saw something 
blameable, which such praises might have made 
worse. Thy mistress, dealing according to her plea- 
sure in her own household, as no one hath a better rea- 
son or title, had picked thee from thereat, and treat- 
ed thee more like a relation than a, .domestic; and vC 
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thou didst show some vanity and petulance under 
such distinction, it were injustice not to say that thoa 
hast profited both in thy exercises, and in thy breed* 
ing, and hast shown many sparkles of a gentle and 
manly spirit. Moreover, it were ungenerous, having 
bred thee up freakish and fiery, to dismiss thee to 
want or wandering, for showing that very peevish- 
ness and impatience of discipline which arose from 
thy too delicate nurture. Therefore, and for the 
credit of my own household, I am determined to re- 
tain thee ill my train, until I can honourably dispose 
of thee elsewhere, with a fair prospect of thy going 
through the world with credit to the house that 
brought thee up." 

If there was something in Sir Halbert Glendin- 
ning'3 speech which flattered Roland's pride, there 
was also much that, according to his mode of think- 
ing, was an alloy to the compliment. And yet bis 
conscience instantly told him he ought to accept, with 
grateful deference, the offer which was made him by 
the husband of his kind protectress; and his prudence, 
however slender, could not but admit, he would en- 
ter the world under very different auspices as a re- 
tainer of Sir Halbert Glendinning, so famed for wis- 
dom, courage, and influence, from those under which 
he might partake the wanderings,, and become an 
agent in the visionary schemes, for such they appear- 
ed to him, of Magdalen his relative. Still, a strong 
reluctance to rercnter a service from which he had 
been dismissed with contempt, almost counterbalanc- 
ed these considerations. 

Sir Halbert looked on the youth with surprise, and 
resumed — ** You seem to hesitate, young man. Are 
your own prospects so inviting, that you should pause 
ere you accept those which I offer to you? or, must 
I remind you that, although you have offended your 
benefactress^ even to the point of her dismissing you, 
yet I am convinced, the knowledge that you have gone 
unguided on your own wild away, into a world so 
disturbed as ourg of Scotland^ can not, in the upshot, 
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but give, her sorrow and pain; from which it is, in 
gratitude, your duty to preserve her, no less than it 
is ia common wisdom your duty to accept my offer- 
ed protection, for you? own sake, were body and soul 
are alike endangered* should you refuse it." 

Roland Graeme replied in a. respectful tone, but at 
the same time with some spirit," I am not ungrate* 
fui for such countenance as has been offered me by 
(he Lord of Avenel, and I acn glad to' learn* for the 
first time, that I have not had the misfortune to be 
utterly beneath his observation, as I had thought— 
And it is only needful to show me how 1 can testify 
my duty and my gratitude towards my early and con- 
stant benefactress with my life's hazard, and I will 
gladly peril it," He stopped. 

"These are but words, young man," answered 
Glendinning, iC large protestations are often used to 
supply the place of effectual s*rvScc. I know nothing 
in which the peril of your life can serve the .Lady of 
Avenel; I. can only say, she will be pleased to learn 
you have adopted some course which may ensure the 
safety of your person, and the weal of your soul— ^ 
What ails you, that you accept not that safety when 
it is offered you?" 

" My only relative who is alive," answered Ro- 
land, " at least the only relative whom Ihave ever 
seen, has rejoined me since I was dismissed from the 
Castle of Avenel, and I must consult with her whe- 
ther I can adopt the line to which you now call me, 
or whether her increasing infirmities, or the authori- 
ty which ahe is entitled to exercise over me, may 
not require me to abide with her." < 

'<? Where is this relation?" said Sir Halbert Glen* 
dinning. 

" In this house," answered the page. 

" Go then, and seek her out," said the Knight of 
Avenel; " more than meet it is that thou shouteUt 
have her approbation, yet worse than foolish would 
she show herself in denying it." 
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Roland left the apartment to seek for his grandmo- 
ther; and, as he retreated, the Abbot entered. 

The two brothers met as brothers who love each 
other fondly, yet meet rarely together. Such indeed 
was the case. Their mutual affection attached them 
to each other; but in every pursuit, habit, or senti- 
ment connected with the discords of the times, the 
friend and counsellor of Murray stood opposed to 
the Roman Catholic priest; nor, indeed, could they 
have held very much society together, without giving 
cause of offence and suspicion to their confederates 
on each side. After a close embrace on the part of 
both, and a welcome on that of the Abbot, Sir Hal- 
bert Glendinning expressed his satisfaction that he 
had come in time to appease the riot raised by How* 
leglas and his tumultuous followers. 

" And yet," he said, u when I look on your gar- 
ments, brother Edward, I can not help thinking there 
still remains an Abbot of Unreason within thebounds 
of the Monastery." 

" And wherefore carp at nay garments, brother 
Halbert?" said the Abbot; " it is the spiritual armour 
of my calling, and, as such, beseems me as well as 
breastplate and baldric become your own bosom." 

u Ay, but there were small wisdom, methinks, in 
putting on armour where we have no power to fight; 
it is but a dangerous temerity to defy the foe whom 



we can not resist," 



t4 For that, my brother, no one can answer,'* said 
the Abbot, "until the battle be fought; and, were it 
even as you say, methinks a brave man, though des- 
perate of victory, would rather desire to fight and 
fail, than to resign sword and shield on some mean 
and dishonourable composition with his insulting an- 
tagonist. But^Jet not you and I make discord of a 
theme on which we can not agree, but rather stay and 
partake, though a heretic, of my admission feast. 
You need not fear, my brother, that your zeal for re- 
storing the primitive discipline of the church will, on 
this occasion, be offended with the rich profusion of 
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* conventual banquet. The days of our old friend 
Abbot Boniface arc over; and the Superior of Saint 
Mary's has neither forests nor fishings, woods, nor 
pastures, nor corn-fields; neither flocks nor herds, 
bucks nor wild fowl—* granaries of wheat, nor store- 
houses of oil and of wine, of ale and of mead* The 
refectioner's office is ended; and such a meal as a 
hermit in romance can offer to a wandering knight, 
kail we have to set before you. But, if you will 
share it with us, we will eat it with a cheerful heart, 
Mid thank you, my brother, for your timely protec- 
tion against these rude scoffers." 

" My dearest brother," said the Knight, 4l it 
grieves me deeply I can not abide with you; but it 
would sound' ill for us both were one of the reform- 
ed congregation to sit down at your admission feast; 
and, if I can ever have the satisfaction of affording 
you effectual protection, it will be much owing to 
my remaining unsuspected of countenancing or ap- 
proving your religious rites and ceremonies. It will 
demand whatever consideration I can acquire among 
my own friends, to shelter the bold man, who, con- 
trary to law and the edicts of parliament, has dared 
to take up the office of Abbot of Saint Mary's." 

" Trouble not yourself with the task, my brother," 
replied Father Ambrosias. a I would lay down my 
dearest blood to know that you defended the church 
for the church's sake; but, while you remain unhap- 
pily her enemy, I would not that you endangered 
your own safety, or diminished your own comforts,* 
for the sake of my individual protection.— But who 
comes hither to disturb the few minutes of fraternal 
communication which our evil fate allows us?" 

The door of the apartment opened, as the Abbot 
spoke, and Dame Magdalen Grame entered. 

" Who is this woman?" said Sir Halbert Glendrin- 
ning, somewhat sternly, " and what does she want?" 

"•That you know me not," said the matron, * 4 sig. 
nifies little; I come by your own order, to give my 
free consent that the stripling, Roland Graeme, re- 
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lam to your service; and, having said so, J- cumber 
you no longer with my presence* Peace be with 
you." She turned to go away, but was stopped by 
the inquiries of Sir H albert GlencHnnkig. 

" Who are you?— what are you?— and why do you 
not await to make me answer?" 

" I was," she replied, u while yet I belonged to 
the World, a matron of no vulgar name; now I am 
Magdalen, a poor pMgrimer, for the sake of Holy 
Kirk." 

« Yea," said Sir Halbeit, « art thou a Catholier 
I thought my dame said that Roland Grome came 
of reformed kin." 

u His father," said the matron, 4 * was a heretic^ or 
rather one who regarded neither orthodoxy nor 
heresy— neither that temple of the church or of anti- 
christ. I too, for the sins of the times make sinners* 
have seemed to conform to your unhallowed rites-— 
but I had my dispensation and my absolution." 

u You see, brother," said Sir Hubert, with a smile 
of meaning, towards his brother, H that we accuse 
you not altogether without grounds of mental equi- 
vocation." 

" My brother, you- do us injustice," replied the 
Abbot; u this woman, as her bearing may of itself 
warrant you, is not in her perfect mind. Thanks, 
1 must needs say, to the persecution of your maraud* 
ing barons, and of your latitudinaiian clergy." 

* I will not dispute the point," said Sir Halbert)* 
* the evils of die time are unhappily so numerous, 
tfeot both churches may divide them, and have enow' 
to spare." So saying, he leaned from the window of 
the apartment and winded his bugle. 

** Why do you sound your horn, my< brother?" 
said the Abbot; " we have epeirt but few minutes to* 
gefher." 

** A*asF* said the elder brother, •«* atid e**n these 
few have been sullied by disagreement. I sound to 
horse, my brother — the rather that, to avert the con- 
tfcoxjonces of this day's rashness on y ou* ! part; re- 
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quires hasty efforts on mine.— Dame, you will oblige 
me by letting your young relative know that we 
mount instantly. I intend not that he shall return 
to Avener with me— ^it would lead to new quarreb 
betwixt him and my household; at least, to taunts 
which his proud heart could ill brook, and my wish 
is to do him kindness. He shall, therefore, go for- 
ward to Edinburgh with one of my retinue, whom I 
shall send back to say what has chanced here. Yon 
seem rejoiced at this?" he added, fixing his eyes 
keenly on Magdalen Graeme, who returned his gaze 
with calm indifference. 

w I would rather^" she said, u that Roland, a poor 
and friendless orphan, were the jest of the world at 
large, than of the menials at Avenel." 

*' Fearnot, dame— he shall be scorned by neither," 
answered the Knight. 

44 It may be," she replied, " it may well be— but / 
I will trust more to his owri bearing than to your 
countenance." She left the room as she spoke. 

The Knight looked after her as she departed, but 
turned instantly to his brother, and expressing, in 
the most affectionate terms, his wishes for his wel- 
fare and happiness, craved his leave to depart. " My 
knaves," he said, "are too busy at the alp-stand to 
leave their revelry' for the empty breath of a bugle- 
horn." 

u You have freed them from higher restraint, Hal- 
bert," answered the Abbot, "and therein taught them 
to rebel against your own." ' v 

" Fear not that, Edward," exclaimed Halbert, who 
never gave his brother his monastic name of Am- 
brosius; none obey the command of real duty so well 
as those who are free from the observance of slavish 
bondage." 

He was turning to depart, when the Abbot said, 
a Let us not yet part, brother-— here comes sonrve 
light refreshment. Leave not the house which I must 
now call mine, till force expel me from it, until 
you have at least broken bread with me " / 
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The poor lay brother, the same who acted as por- 
ter, now entered the apartment, bearing some simple 
refreshment, and a flask of wine. " He had found 
it," he said, with officious humility, " by rummaging 
through every nook of the cellar." ' 

The Knight filled a small silver cop, and quaffing 
it off, asked his brother to pledge him, observing, the 
wine was ' Bacharac, of the iirst vintage, and great 
age. 

" Ay," said the poor lay brother, " it came out of 
the nook which old Brother Nicholas, (may his soul 
be happy,) was wont to call Abbot Ingelram's cor* 
ner; and Abbot Ingelram was bred at the Convent 
of Wurtzburg, which I understand to be near where 
that choice wine grows." 

44 True, my reverend sir," said Sir Haibert; 4< and 
therefore I entreat my brother and you to pledge me 
in a cup of this orthodox vintage." 

The thin old porter looked with a wishful glance 
towards the Abbot. <fc Do, Veniam," said his Su- 
perior; and the old man seized, with a trembling 
hand, a beverage to which he had been long unac- 
customed, drained the cap with protracted delight, 
as if dwelling on the flavour and perfume, and set it 
down with a melancholy smile and shake of the 
head, as if bidding adieu in future to such delicious 
potations. The brothers smiled. But when Sir Haibert 
motioned to the Abbot to take up his cup and do him 
reason, the Abbot, in turn, shook his head, and re- 
plied—-" This is no day for the Abbot of Saint Ma- 
ry's to eat the fat and drink the sweet. In water 
from our Lady's well," he added, filling a cup with the 
limpid element, u I wish you my brother, all hap- 
piness, and above all, a true sight of your spiritual 



errors." 



« And to you my beloved Edward," replied Glen- 
dinning, " I wish the free exercise of your own free 
reason, and the discharge of more important duties 
than are connected with the idle name which you 
have so rasWy ^assumed." 
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Th6 brothers parted with deep regret; and yet, 
each confident in his own opinion, felt somewhat re- 
lieved by the absence of one whom he respected so 
much, and with whom he could agree so little. 

Soon afterwards the sound of the Knight of Ave- 
nel's trumpet was heard, and the Abbot went to the 
top of the tower, from whose dismantled battlements 
he could soon see the horsemen ascending the rising 
ground in the direction of the drawbridge. As he 
gazed, Magdalen Graeme came to his side* 

44 Thou art come," he said* 44 to catch the last 
glimpse of thy grandson, my sister. Yonder he wends 
under the charge of the best knight in Scotland, his 
faith ever excepted." 

44 Thou canst bear witness, my father, that it was 
no wish either of- mine or of Roland's," replied the 
matron, u which induced the Knight of A vend, as 
he is called, again to entertain my grandson in his 
household — Heaven, which confounds the wise with 
their own wisdom, and die wicked with their own' 
policy, hath placed him where for the service of the 
church, I would most wish him to be." 

44 I know not what you mean, my sister," said the 
Abbot. 

44 Reverend father," replied Magdalen, 44 hast thou 
never heard that there are spirits powerful to rend 
the walls of a castle asunder when once admitted, 
which yetcan not enter the house unless they are in- 
vited, nay, dragged over the threshold? Twice hath 
Roland Graeme been thus drawn into the household 
of Avenel by those who now hold the title. Let 
them look to the issue." 

So sayings she left the turret; and'the Abbot, after 
pausing a moment on her words, which he imputed 
to the unsettled state of her mine}, followed down the 
winding stair to celebrate his admission to his high 
office by fast and prayer, instead of revelling and 
thanksgiving. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Youth? thou wear'st to manhood now, 7 

Barker lip and darker brow, 

Statelier step, more pensive mien 

In thy face and gait are seen; 

Thoa must now brook midnight watches^ 

Take thy food and sport by snatches; 

For the gambol and the jest, 

Thou wert wont to love the best, , , 

Graver follies must thou follow, 

But as senseless, false, and hollow. 

Life, a Poem. 
* . • " ' 

Youkg Roland Graeme now trotted gaily forward 
in the train of Sir Halbert G lend inning. He was re- 
lieved from his most galling apprehension,— the en* 
counter of the scorn and taunt which might possibly 
hail his immediate return to the Castle of Avenel. 
There will be a change ere they see me again, he 
thought to himself; I shall wear the coat of plate 
instead of the buff jerkin, and the steel morion for 
the bonnet and feather. They will be bold that may 
venture to break a gibe on the man at-arnvs for the 
follies of the page; and I trust, that ere we return I 
shall have done something more worthy of note, than 
hallooing a hound after a deer^ or scrambling a crag 
for a kite's nest. He could not, indeed, help mar- 
velling that his grandmother, with all her religions 
prejudices, leaning it would seem to the other side, 
had consented so readily to his re-entering the ser- 
vice of the House of Avenel; and yet more, at the 
mysterious joy with whiebshe took leave of him at the 
Abbey. 

** Heaven," said the dame, as she kissed her young 
relation and bade him farewell, u works its Own work, 
even by the hands of those of our enemies who 
think themselves the strongest and the wisest. Thou, 
my child, be ready to act upon the call of thy reli- 
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gion and country; and remember, each earthly bond 
which thou canst form is, compared to the ties which 
bind thee to them, like the loose flax to the twisted 
cable. Thou hast not forgot the face or form of the 
damsel, Catherine Seyton?" 

Roland would have replied in the negative, but 
the word seemed to stick in his throaty and Magda- 
len continued her exhortations. 

44 Thou must not forget her, uny son; and here I 
entrust thee with a token, which I trust thou wilt 
speedily find an opportunity of delivering with care 
and secrecy into her own hand." 

She put here into Roland's hand a very small pack- 
et, of which she again enjoined him to take the strict •' 
est care, and to suffer it to be seen by no one save 
Catherine Seyton, who, she again (unnecessarily) re- 
minded him, was the young maiden he had met on 
the preceding day. She then i>estowed on him her 
solemn benediction, and bade God speed him. 

There was something in her manner and her con- 
duct which implied mystery* but Roland Graeme was 
not of an age or temper to waste much time in en 
deavouring to decypher her meaning. All that was 
obvious* to his perception in the present journey, pro- 
mised pleasure and novelty. He rejoiced that he was 
travelling towards Edinburgh, in order to assume 
the character of a man, and lay aside that of a boy. 
He was delighted to think that he would have an op- 
portunity of rejoining Catherine Seyton, whose bright 
eyes and lively manners had made so favourable an 
impression on his imagination; and, as an inexperi- 
enced, yet high-spirited youth, entering for the first 
time upon active life, his heart bounded at the 
thought, that he was abouf to see all those scenes of 
courtly splendour and warlike adventures, of which 
the followers of Sir Halbert used to boast on their 
occasional visits to Avenel, to the wonderment and 
envy of those who, like Roland, knew courts and 
camps only by hearsay, and were condemned to the 
solitary sports and almost monastic seclusion of Ave- 

15* 
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bel, surrounded by. its lonely lake, and embosomed 
among its pathless mountains. They shall mention 
my name, he said to himself, if the risk of my life 
can purchase me opportunities of distinction, and Ca- 
therine Sey ton's saucy eye shall rest with more re- 
spect on the distinguished soldier, than that with 
which she laughed to scop the raw and inexperienc- 
ed page. There was wanting but one accessary to 
complete the sense of rapturous excitation, and he 
possessed it by being once more mounted On the back 
of a fiery and active horse, instead of plodding along 
on foot, as had been the case during the preceding 
days. 

Impelled by the liveliness of his own spirits, which 
so many circumstances tended naturally to exalt, Ro* 
land Graeme's voice and his laughter were soon distin- 
guished amid the trampling of the horses of the reti- 
nue, and more than once attracted the attention of 
their leader, who remarked with satisfaction, that the 
youth replied with good-humoured raillery to such 
of the train as jested with him on his dismissal and 
return to the service of the House of A vend. 

" I thought the holiy brancji in your bonnet had 
been blighted, Master Roland?" said one of the men- 
at-arms. . 

4i Only pinched with half an hour's frost; you see 
it flourishes as green as ever." 

u It is too grave a plant to flourish on so hot a soil 
as that head-piece of thine, Master Roland Graeme," 
retorted the other, who was an old equerry of Sir 
H albert Glen dinning, a 

«* If it will not flourish alone," said Roland; " I 
will mix with it the laurel and the myrtle— and I 
will carry them so near the sky, that it shall make 
amends for their stinted growth." 

Thus speaking, he dashed his spurs into his horse's 
sides, and, checking him at the same time, compelled 
him to execute a lofty caracole. Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning looked at the demeanour of his ,new atten- 
dant with that sort of melancholy pleasure with which 
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those who have long followed the pursuit* of life, 
and are sensible of their vanity, regard the?g*y, young, 
and buoyant spirits, t6 whom life, as, yet, is only 
hope and promise. .,, - , 

In .the meanwhile, Adam Woodcock, the falcon-, 
er, stripped of his masquing h^bit r and attired ac- 
cording to his rank and calling, in a green jerkin, 
with a bag on the one side,, and a short hanger on the 
other, a glove on his left hand which reached half 
way up his arm, and a bonnet and feather upon his 
Head, came after the party as fast as his active little 
galloway-nag could trot, and immediately entered 
into parley with Roland Graeme. 

" So, my youngster, you are once more under sha- 
dow of the holly branch?" 

" And in case to repay you, my good friend," an- 
swered Roland, " your ten groats of silver," 

" Which, but an hour since," said the falconer, 
u you had nearly paid me with ten inches of steel. 
On my faith, it is written in the book of our destiny, 
that I must brook your dagger, after aU." 
^ "Nay* speak not of that, my good friend," said 
the youth', " I would rather have broached my own 
bosom than yours; but who could have known you in 
the mumming dress you wore?" 

u Yes," the falconer resumed,-*~for both as a poet 
and actor he had his own professional share of self- 
conceit, — »" I think I was as good an Howleelas as 
ever played part at a Shrovetide revelry, and not a 
much worse Abbot of Unreason, I defy the Old 
Enemy to unmask me when I choose to keep my 
vizard on. What the devil brought the Knight on 
us before we had the game oui? You would have 
heard me hallo my own new ballad with a voice 
should have reached to Berwick. But, I pray you, 
Master Roland, be less free of cold steel on slight 
4 (occasions; for, but for the stuffing of my reverend 
doublet, I had only left the kirk, to take my place 
in the kirk-yard." 
Nay, spare me that feud," said Roland Graeme, 
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" we shall have no time to fight it out; for, by+our 
lord's command, I am bound for Edinburgh." 

" I know it," said Adam Woodcock, a and even 
therefore we .shall have time to solder up this rent 
by the way, for Sir Halbert has appointed me your 
companion and guide." "* 

" Ay; and with what purpose?" said the page. 
44 That," said the falconer, a is a question I can 
not answer; but I know, that be the food of the 
eyasses washed or unwashed, and, indeed, whatso- 
ever becomes of perch and mew, I am to go with you 
to Edinburgh, and see you safely delivered to the 
Regent at Holyrood." 

" How! to the Regent?" said Roland in surprise. 
u £y, by my faith, to the Regent," replied Wood- 
cock; U I promise you, that if you are not to enter his 
service, at least you are to wait upon him in the cha- 
racter of a retainer of our Knight of A vend." 

'*' I know no right," said the youth, u which the 
Knight of A vend hath to transfer my service, sup- 
posing that I owe it to himself." 

" Hush, hush!" said the falconer, u that is a ques- 
tion I advise no one to stir in until he has the moun- 
tain or the lake, or the march of another kingdom, 
which is better than either, betwixt him and his feudal 
superior." 

44 But Sir Halbert Glendinning," said the youVh, 
&( is not my feudal superior; nor has he aught of au* 
thority— " 

u I pray you, my son, to rein your tongue," an- 
swered Adam Woodcock; 4t my lord's displeasure, 
if you provoke it, will be worse to appease than my 
lady's. The touch of his least finger were heavier 
than her hardest blow. And, by my faith, he is a 
man of steel, as true and as pure, but as hard and as 
pitiless. You remember the Cock of Capperlaw, whom 
he hanged over his gate for a mere mistake— amount 
yoke of oxen taken in Scotland, when he thou^nt *" A 
was taking them in English land. I loved the Co 
of Capperlaw; the Kerrs had not an hone&ter man* 
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thgir'^clan, and they have had men that might have 
been a pattern to the Border— men that would not 
have lifted untfer twenty cows at once, and would 
% hav$ held themselves dishonoured if they had taken 
a drift of sheep, or the like, but always managed 
their raids in full credit and honouri~ijhit see, his 
worship halts, and we are close by the bridge. Ride 
up— ride op^—we must have his last instructions." 

It wfcs as Adam Woodcock said. In the hollow 
way descending towards the bridge, which was stilt 
in the guardianship of Peter Bridge ward, as he was 
called, though he was now very old, Sir Halb&t 
Glendinning halted his retinue, and beckoned to 
Woodcock and Gramme to advance to the head of .tfce 
train. m 

44 Woodcock," said he,- "thou knowest to j|hom 
thou art to conduct this youth. And thou, youn*g 
man, obey discreetly, and with diligence, the orders 
that shall be given thee. Curb thy vain and peevish 
temper. Be just, true and faithful, and there is in 
thee that which may raise thee many a degree above 
thy present station. Neither shaft thou— alwaya^up- 
posing thine efforts to be fair and honesty—want the 
protection and countenance of Avenei." i 

Leaving them in front of the bridge, wnose centre 
tower now began to cast a prolonged shade upon 
the river, the Knight of Avenei turned to the left, 
without crossing the river, ami pursued his way to- 
wards the chain of Mils within whose recesses are 
situated the Lake and Castle of Avenei. There re- 
mained behhid, the falconer, Roland Graeme, and a 
domestic of the Knight, of inferior rank, who was 
left with them to look after their horses while on the 
road, to carry their baggage, and to attend to their 

convenience. 

So soon as the moie numerous body of riders had, 
turned off to pursue their journey westward, thosj 
whose rout lay across the river, add was directed vii 
^prds the North, summoned the Bridgeward, 

naahdtd a free passage. 
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«* I will not lower the bridge/' answered Peter, i« 
a voice querulous with age and ill-humour. " Come 
Papist, come Protestant, ye are all the same. The 
Papist threatened us with purgatory, and fleeched us 
with pardons:— the Protestant mints at us with the 
sword, and cuittles us with the liberty of conscience? 
but the never a one of either says * Peter* there* is 
your penny,' I am well tired of all this, and for na 
man shall the bridge fall that pays me not ready mo- 
ney; and I would have you know 1 care as little for 
Geneva as for Rome — as little for homilies as for 
pafrdons; and the silver pennies are the only pass- 
, ports I will hear of." 

* 4 Here is a proper old chuff," said Woodcock to 
his ^uj pan ion; then raising his voice, he exclaimed, 
4i Ha^Jt thee, dog — Bridge ward, villain, doest thou 
think we have refused Peter's pence to Rome, to pay 
thine at the Bridge of Kennaquhaif ? Let thy bridge 
down instantly to the followers of the house of A ve- 
nd, or, by the hand of my father, and that handled 
many a bridle rein,, for he was a bluff Yorkshire -man 
— I |py, by ray father's hand, our Knight will blow 
thee out of thy solan-goose's nest there in the mid- 
dle of the water, with the light falconet which we 
are bringing southward from Edinburgh to-mor- 



row." 



The Bridgeward heard, and muttered, " A plague 
on falcon and falconet, on cannon and d em i- cannon, 
and all the barking bull-dogs 4 whom they halloo 
against stone and lime in these our days! It was a 
merry time when there was little besides handy blows, ' 
and it may be a flight of arrows that harmed an ash* 
ler wall as little as so many hail stones. But we 
must jowk, and let the jaw gang by.?' Comforting 
himself in this state of diminished consequence with 
this pithy old proverb, Peter Bridgeward lowered 
the drawbridge, and permitted them to pass over. 
H.t the sight of his white hair, albeit it discovered a 
isage equally peevish through* age and misfortune, 
JfaJand was inclined to give him an alms, but Adam 
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Woodcock withheld him; * "E'en let him pay the 
penalty of his former churlishness and greed," he 
said; "the wolf, when he has lost his teeth, should 
be treated no better than a cur.". 

Leaving the Bridgeward to lament the alteration 
of times, which sent domineering soldiers, and feu- 
dal retainers, to his place of passage, instead of peace- 
ful pilgrims, and reduced him to become the oppress- 
ed, instead of playing the extortioner, the travellers 
turned them northward; and Adam Woddcock, well 
acquainted with that part of the country, proposed to 
cut short a considerable portion of the road, by tra^ 
versing the little vale of Glendearg, so famous for 
the adventures which befel therein during the earlier 
part of the Benedictine's manuscript. With these, 
and with the thousand commentaries, representations, 
and misrepresentations, to which they had given rise, 
Roland Graeme was, of course, well acquainted; for 
in the Castle of A venel, as well as in other great es- 
tablishments, the inmates talked of nothing so often, 
or with such pleasure, as of the private affairs of 
their lord and lady.. But while Roland was viewing 
with interest these haunted scenes, in which things 
were said to have passed beyond the ordinary laws 
of nature, Adam Woodcock was still regretting in 
his secret soul the unfinished revel. and the unsung 
ballad, and kept every now and then breaking out 
with some such verses as these:—* 

a The friars of Fail drank berry-brown ale, 

The best that ere was tasted; 
The Monks of Melrose made, gude kale 
On Fridays, when they fasted. 
" Saint Moqance sister, 
The gray priest kUt her— 

Fiend save the company! 
Sing hey trix, 
Trimgotrix, 

Undct the, greenwood tree," 



'^r 



" By my hfmd, friend Woodcock,'' said the page, 
j* though I know you for a hardy gospeller, th*t fa^t 
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neither stint nar devil, yet, if I were you, I would 
Hat sing your profane songs in this valley of Glen*- 
dearg, considering' what has happened here before 
our time." 

u A straw for your wandering spirits," said Adam 
Woodcock; ** I mind them no more than an earn 
cares for a string of wild geese*— they haye all fled 
since the pulpits were filled with honest men, and 
the people's ears with sound doctrine. Nay, I have 
a touch at them in my ballad, an 1 had but had the 
good luck to have it sung to end;" and again he set 
•ff in the same key. 

" From haunted spring and grassy ring, . 

Troop goblin, elf, and fairy; 
And the kelpie must flit from the black bog-pit, 
And the brownie must not tarry: 
To Limbo-lake, 
Their way they take, 

With scarce the pith to flee. 
Sing hey trix, 
Trim go trix, 

Under the greenwood tree. 

I think," he added, « that could Sir Halbert's pa- 
tience have stretched till we came that length, he 
would have had a hearty laugh, and that is what he 
seldom enjoys," . 

44 If it be all true that men tell of his early life," 
said Roland, " he has less right to laugh at goblins 
than most men," - . 

4< Ay, if it be all true," answered Adam Wood- 
cock; " but who can insure us of that? Moreover, 
these were but tales the monks used to gull us simple 
laymen withal; they knew that fairies and hobgoblins 
brought aves and paternosters into repute; but now, 
we have given up worship of images in wood apd 
stone, methinks it were no time to be afraid of bub- 
bles in the water, or shadows in the air." 

" But," said Roland Graeme,*" as the Catholics 
say they do not worship wood or stone, but only a$.». 
emblems of the holy saints, and not as things Hbly ilk 
themselves— -" '"itk 
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, w Pshaw! pshaw!" antsweted the falconer; "a rush 
for their prating. They told us another story when 
these baptized idols of theirs brought pike-staves and 
sandalled shoon from all the four winds, and whiilied 
the old women out of their corn and their candle- 
ends, and their butter, bacon, wool and cheese, and 
when not so much as a gray groat escaped tything." 
Roland Greme had been loog taught, by necessity, 
to consider his form of religion as a profound secret, 
and to say nothing whatsoever in its defence jvhen 
assailed, lest he should draw on himself the sus* 
picion of belonging to the unpopular and exploded 
church. , He therefore suffered Adam Woodcock to 
triumph without farther opposition, marvelling in his 
own mind whether any of the goblins, formerly such 
active agents, would avenge his rude raillery before 
they left the valley of Glendearg. Bptno sjuch con- 
sequences followed. They passed trie night quietly 
in a cottage in the glen, and the next day resumed 
their route to Edinburgh* ., 



CHAPTER XVII. 

fidina! Scotia's darling seat, 

AH hail thy palaces and towers, 
Where once, beneath a monarch's feet, 

Sate legislation's sovereign powers* 

Bumrs. 

u This then is Edinburgh? 71 said the youth, as the 
fellow-travellers arrived at one of the heights to 'the 
southward, which commanded a view of the great 
northern capital—" This ts that Edinburgh of which 
we have heard so much?" ' 

. ' "Even so," said the falconer; 4 * yonder stands 
Auld Reekie — yoA may see the smoke hover over 
ter at twenty miles distance, as the goss-hawk hangs 
[vera plump of young wild ducks— ay, yonder is 
vol, i. 16 
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the heart of Scotland, and each throb tint the gives 
is felt from the edge of Sotway to Duncan's bay head. 
See, yonder is the old Cattle; and see to the right, 
on yon risiag ground, that is the castle of Craigmft- 
lar, which I have known a merry place in my time/ 7 

#^Was it not thete," said the page in a low voice, 
" that the Queen held her court? " 

" Ay, ay,*' replied the falconer, ** Queen she was 
then, though you must not call her so now— well, 
they jnay say what they will — many a true heart will, 
be sad for Mary Stuart, e'en if all be true men- say 
of her; for look you, Master Roland— she was the 
loveliest creature to look upon that I ever saw with 
eye, and no lady in the laud liked better the fair flight 
of a falcon. I yas at the great match on Roslin- 
moor betwixt Bothwett— he was a black sight to her 
that Bot&wrik^ahd the Baron of Roslm, who could 
judge a hawflt*s flight as well as any man in Scotland 
«~a butt of Rhenish and a ring of gold was the wa- 
ger, and it was flown as fairly for as ever was red 
gold and bright wine* And to see her there on her 
white palfrey, that flew as if it scorned to touch more 
than the heather blossom; and to hear her voice, as 
clear and sweet as the mavis's whistle, mix among 
our jolly whooping and whistling, and to mark all the 
nobles dashing round her; happiest he who got a 
word or look-— tearing through moss- and hagg, and 
venturing neck and limb to gain the praise of a bold 
rider, and the blink of a bonnie Queen's bright eye — 
she will see little hawking where she lies now— ay, 
ay, pomp and pleasure pass away as speedily as the 
wap of a fateonVwing." 

u And where is this poor Queen now confined?" 
said Roland Gr»me, interested in the fate of a wo* 
man, whose beauty and grace had made so strong an 
impression even on the blunt and careless character 
of Adam Woodcock. 

" Where is she now imprisoned?" said Adam 
Woodcock; " wfey, in some castle in the north, the] 
say-**I know not where, for my part, nor is it wow 
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while to vex one's, self anent what can not be mend- 
ed— Ao. she had guided her power well whilst she 
had it, she bad not come to so evil a pass* Men 
say she must resign her crown to this little baby of 
a prince, for that they will trust her with it no long- 
er. Our master has been as busy as his neighbours 
in all this work. If the Queen should come to her 
own again, A vend Castle is like to sinoke for it, un- 
less he makes his bargain all the better." 

" In a castle in the north Queen Mary is confin- 
ed?" said the page. 

" Why, ay-— they say so at leas*-£ln a castle be- 
yond that great river which comes down yonder and 
looks like, a river, but it is a branch of the sea, and 
as bitter as brines" 

4i And amongst all her subjects," satd the page 
with some emotion* " is there none tyat will adven- 
ture any thing for her relief?" 

"That is the kittle question," said the Calcine r* 
u and if you ask it often, Master Roland, I am fain 
to tell you that you will be mewed up yourself in 
one of those castles, if they do not prefer twisting 
your head off, to save farther trouble with you— Ad- 
venture any thing? Lord, why, Murray has the wind 
in his poop now, man, and flies so high and strong, - 
that the devil a wing of them can match him— No. 
no, there she is, and there she must He, till Heaven 
send her deliverance, or till her son has the manage- 
ment of all. But Murray will never let her loose again, 
he knows her too well^— And hark thee, we are now 
bound for Holyrood, where thou wilt find plenty of 
news and of courtiers to tell it— But take my coun- 
sel, and keep a calm sough, as the Scots say — hear 
every man's counsel, and keep your own. And if % 
you hap to learn any news you like, leap not up as if 
you were to put on armour direct in the cause— Our 
old Mr. Wingate says*— and he knows court-cattle 
well — that if you are told old King Coul is come 
alive again, you should turn it off with ' and is he, in 
truth?— I heard not of it,' and should seem no more 
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moved, than if one told you, by way of novelty, that 
rid King Coul was dead and buried. Wherefore, 
look well to your bearing, Master Roland, for, 1 pro* 
mise you, you come among a generation that are 
keen as a' hungry hawk — Ahd never be dagger out 
of sheath at every %ry word you hear spoken; for 
you will find as hot blades as yourself, and then will 
be letting of blood without advice either of leech or 
almanac". 

" You shall see how staid I will be, and how cau- 
tious, my good friend," said Graeme; " but, blessed 
Lady! what gobdly house is that which is lying all 
in ruins so close to the city? Have they been playing 
at the Abbot of Unreason here, and etided the gam* 
boi by burning the church?* 1 

44 There again now," replied his companion, <4 you 
go down the tynd like a wild haggard, that minds 
neither lure nor beck— that is a question you should 
have asked in as low a tone as I shall answer it." 

44 if I stay here long," said Roland Graeme, 4t it is 
like I shall lose the natural use of my voice— but 
what are the ruins then?" 

44 The Kirk of Field," said the falconer, in a*low 
and impressive whisper, laying at the same time his 
finger on his lip, u ask no more about it — somebody 

tjot foul play, and somebody got the blame of it; and 
he game began there which perhaps may not be play- 
ed out in our time.— Poor Henry Damley! to be an 
ass, he understood somewhat of a hawk, but they 
sent him on the wing through the air himself, one 
bright moonlight night." 

The memory of this catastrophe was so recent, 
that the page avertecThis eyes with horror fromjhe 
scathed ruins in which it had taken place; and the 
accusations against the Queen, to which it had given 
rise, came over his mind with such strength as to ba- 
lance the compassion he had begun to entertain for 
her present forlorn situation. 

It was, indeed, with that agitating state of mind 
which arises partly from horror, but more from ea* 
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ger interest and curiosity, that young Graeme found 
himself actually traversing the scene of those tre- 
mendous events, the report of which had disturbed 
the most distant solitudes in Scotland, like the echoes 
of distant thunder rolling among the mountains. 

Now, he thought, now or never shall I become a 
map, and bear my part in those deeds which the 
siqiple inhabitants of pur ha inlets repeat to each other 
as if they were wrpiight by beings of a superior race 
to their own. I will know now wherefore the Knight 
of Avenel carries his crest so much above those of 
the neighbouring baronage, and how it is that men, 
by valour and wisdom, work their way from the hod- 
den gray coat to the the cloak of Scarlet and gold. 
Men say I have not much wisdom to recommend 
me; and if that be true, courage must do it, for I 
will be a man amongst living men, or a dead corpse 
amongst the dead. 

From the^e plans of ambition he turned his 
thoughts to those of » pleasure, and began to form 
many conjectures when and where he should see 
Catherine Seyton, and and in what manner their ac- 
quaintance was to be renewed. With such conjec- 
tures lie was amusing himself, when he found th^t 
they had entered the city ? and all other feelings were 
>. suspended in the sensation of giddy astonishment 
with which the inhabitant of a solitary country is af- 
fected, when, for the first time, he finds himself in 
the streets of a large and populous city, a unit in the 
midst of thousands. 

The principal street of Edinburgh was then, as 
now, one of the most spacious in Europe. The ex- 
treme height of the houses, and the variety of Gothic 
gables and battlements, and balconies by which the 
sky-line on each side was crowned and terminated, 
together with the width of the street itself, migtyt 
have struck with surprise a more practised eye than 
that of young Graeme. The population, close pack- 
ed within the wails of the city, and at this time in- 
creased by the number of the lords of the King's 
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party who had thronged to Edinburgh to wait upon 
the Regent Murray, absolutely swarmed like bees 
on the wide and stately street. Instead of the shop* 
windows, which are now calculated for the display 
of goods, the trader^ bath their open booths project- 
ing on the street, in which, as in the fashion of the 
modern bazaars, all was exposed which they had 
upon sale. And though the commodities were 
not of the richest IcindB, yet Graeme seemed to see 
the Wealth of the whole world in the various bales 
of Flanders cloths., and the specimens of tapestry; 
and, at other places, the display of domestic utensils, 
and .pieces of silver-plate, struck him with wonder* 
The sight of cutlers' booths, furnished with swords 
and poniards, which were manufactured in Scotland, 
and with pieces of defensive armour, imported from 
Flanders, added to his surprise; and, at every step, 
he found so much to admire and to gaze upon, that 
Adam Woodcock had no little difficulty in prevail- 
ing on him to advance through such a scene of en- 
chantment. 

The sight of the crowds which filled the streets 
was equally a subject of wonder. Here a gay lady, 
in her muffler, or silken veil, traced her way deli- 
cately, a gentleman usher making way for her, a page 
bearing up her train, and a waiting- gentlewoman 
carrying her Bible, and intimating that her purpose 
was towards the church. — There he might see a group 
of citizens bending the same way, with their short 
Flemish cloaks, wide trowsers, and high-caped dou- 
blets, a fashion to which, as well as to their bonnet 
and. leather, the Scots were long faithful. Then, 
again, came the clergyman himself, in his black Ge- 
neva cloak and band, lending a grave and attentive 
ear to the discourse of several persons who accom- 
panied him, and who were doubtless 'holding serious 
converse on the religious subject he was about to 
treat of. Nor did there lack passengers of a differ;* 
ent cjas's and appearance. 
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At every turn, Roland Graeme might see a gallant 
ruffle along in the newer or French mode, his dou- 
blet slashed, and his points of the same colours with 
the lining, his long sword on one' side, and his po- 
niard on the other, behind him a body of stout serving- 
men, proportioned to his estate and quality, all of 
whom walked with the air or military retainers, arid 
were armed with sword and buckler, the latter being 
a small round shield, not unlike the Highland target, 
having a steel spike in the centre. Two of these par- • 
ties, each headed by a person of importance, chanced 
to meet in the very centre of the street, or, as it wa$ 
called," the crown of the causeway," a post of honour 
as tenaciously asserted in Scotland, as that of giving 
or taking the wall used to be in the more southern 
part of the island. The two leaders being of equal 
rank, and, most probably, either animated by politi- ' 
cal dislike or by recollection of some feudal enmity, 
marched close up to each other, without yielding an 
inch to the right or the left: and neither showing the 
least purpose of giving way, they stopped for an in- 
stant, and then drew their swords. Their followers 
imitated their example; about a score of weapons at 
once flashed in the sun, and there was an immediate 
clatter of swords and bucklers, while the followers on 
either side cried their master's name; the one shout- 
ing a Help, a Leslie! a Leslie!'* While the others an- 
swered with shouts of " Seyton! Seyton!" with the 
additional punning slogan, * Set on, set on — 4>earthe 
knaves to the ground." 

If the falconer found difficulty in. getting the page 
to go forward before, it was now perfectly impossi- 
ble. He reined up his horse, clapped his hands, 
and, delighted with the fray, cried and shouted as 
fast as any of those that were actually engaged in it. 

The noise and cries thus arising on the High Gate, 
as it was called, drew into the quarrel two or three 
other parties of gentlemen and their servants, besides 
some single passengers, who, hearing a fray betwixt 
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these two distinguished names, took part in it, either 
for love or hatred* 

. The combat became now very sharp, and although 
the sword-and-buckler-men made^nore clatter and 
noise than they did real damage, yet several goocj. 
cuts were dealt among them; and those who wore ra- 
piers, a more formidable weapon than the ordinary 
Scottish sword, gave and received dangerous wounds* 
Two men were already stretched on the causeway, 
and the party of Seyton began to give ground, being 
much inferior in number to the other, with which se- 
veral of the citizens had united themselves, when 
young Roland Graeme beholding their leader, a noble 
gentleman, fighting bravely, and hard pressed with 
numbers, could withhold no longer. " Adam Wood? 
cock," he said, " an you be a man, d r &w, and let us 
take part with the Seyton." And, without waiting 
a reply, or listening to the falconer's earnest entrea- 
ty, that he would leave alone a strife in which he had 
no concern, the fiery youth sprung from his horse, 
drew his short sword, and shouting like the rest, u A 
Seyton! A Seyton! Set on! Set on!" thrust forward 
into the throng, and struck down one of those who 
was pressing hardest upon the gentleman whose 
cause he espoused. 

This sudden reinforcement gave spirit to the weak-, 
er party, who began to renew the combat with much 
spirit, when four of the magistrates of the city, dis- 
tinguished by their velvet cloaks and gold chains, 
came up with a guard of halberdiers and citizens, 
armed with long weapons, who, well accustomed to 
such service, thrust boldly forward, and compelled 
the swordsmen to separate, who immediately retreat- 
ed in different directions, leaving such of the wound- 
ed on both sides, as had been disabled in the fray, 
lying on the street. 

The falconer, who had been tearing his beard for 
anger at his comrade's rashness, now rode up to him 
with the horse which he had caught by trie briaTe, 
aad accosted him with " Master Roland — master* 
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goose— master madcap-— will it please you to get on 
horse and budge? or will you remain here to be car-r 
ried tp prison, and made to answer for this pretty 
day's work?" 

The page, who had begun his retreat along with 
the Seytons, just as if he had been one of their natu- 
ral allies, was by this unceremonious application 
made sensible that he was acting a foolish part; and, 
obeying Adam Woodcock, with some sense of shame, 
he sprung actively on horseback, and upsetting with 
the shoulder of the animal, a city officer who was 
making towards him, he began to ride smartly down 
the street, along with his companion, and was quickly 
out of the reach of the hue and cry. In fact, rencoun- 
ters of the kind were so common iii Edinburgh at 
this period, that the disturbances seldom excite^ 
much attention after the affray was over, unless some 
person of consequence chanced to have fallen, an ac- 
cident which imposed on his friends the duty of aveng- 
ing his death upon the first convenient opportunity. 
So feeble, indeed, was the arm of the police, that it was 
not unusual tor such skirmishes to last for hours, 
where the parties were numerous and well matched* 
But at this time the Regent, a man of great strength 
of character, aware of the mischief which usually 
arose from such acts of violence, had prevailed with, 
the magistrates to keep a constant guard on foot for 
preventing or separating such affrays as had happen- 
ed in the present case. 

The falconer and his young companion were now 
riding down the Canongate, and had slackened their 
pace to avoid attracting attention, the rather that there 
seemed to be no appearance of pursuit. Roland hung 
his head as one who was conscious his conduct had 
been none of the wisest, while his companion thus 
addressed him — 

; u Will you be pleased to tell me one thing, Mas- 
ter Roland Graeme, and that is, whether there be a 
devil incarnate in you or no?" 
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" Truly, Matter Adam Woodcock," answered the 
page, " I would fain hope there is not*" 

" Then," said Adam, u I would fain know by what 
other influence or instigation you are perpetually at 
one end or the other of some bloody brawl? What, I 
pray, had you to do with these Seytons and Leslies, 
that you never heard the names of in your life be* 
fore?" 

"You are out there, my friend," said Roland 
Graeme, u I have my own reasons for being a friend 
to the Seytons." 

u They must have been very secret reasons then," 
answered Adam Woodcock, "for I think I could 
have wagered, you had never known one of the name, 
and I am apt to believe still, that it waa rather your 
unhallowed passion for that clashing of cold iron, 
which has as much charm for you as the clatter of a 
brass pan hath for a hive of bees, more than any care 
either for Scy ton or for Leslie, that persuaded you to 
thrust your fool's head into a quarrel that no ways 
concerned you. But take this for a warning, my young 
master, that it you are to draw sword with every 
man who draws sword on the High-gate here, it wtU 
be scarce worth your while to sheathe bilbo again for 
the rest of your life, since, if I guess rightly, it will 
scarce endure on such terms for many hours-— all 
which I leave to your serious consideration*" 

" By my word, Adam, I honour your advice; and 
I promise you, that I will practise by it as fakhfutty 
afi if I were sworn apprentice to you, to the trade and 
mystery of bearing myself with all w'wdom and safe- 
ty through the new paths of life that I am about to be 
engaged in." 

" And therein you will do well," said the falconer; 
u and I do not quarrel with you, Master Roland, for 
having a grain overmuch spirit, because I know one 
may bring to the hand a wild hawk, which one never 
can a dunghill hen— and so betwixt the two faults you 
have the, best side on't. But "besides your peculiar 
genius for quarreling and lugging out your side com- 
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panion, my dear Master Roland, you have ske the gift 
of peering under every woman's muffler and screen, 
as if you expected to find an old acquaintance. 
Though were you to spy one, I should be as much 
surprised at it, welt wotting how few you have seen 
of these same wild- fowl, as I was at your taking so 
deep an interest even now in the Sey tor*." 

" Tush, man! nonsense and folly," answered Ro- 
tted Graeme, " I but sought to see what eyes these 
gentle hawks have got under their hood." 

" Ay, but it's a dangerous subject of inquiry," said 
the falconer;^ you had better hold out your bare 
wrist for an eagle to perch upon*— Look you, Master 
Roland, these prettyjwild-gcese can not be hawked at 
without risk— they have as may divings, boltings, and 
volley ings, as the most gamesome quarry that falcon 
ever flew at— And besides, every woman of them is 
manned with her husband, or her kind friend, or her 
brother, or her cousin, or her sworn servant at the least 
—But you heed me not, Master Roland, though I know 
the game so well— your eye i 9 all on that pretty damsel 
who trips down the gate before us— by my certes, I 
wiH warrant her a blithe dancer either in reel or re- 
vel—a pair of silver morieco bells would become 
these pretty ankles as well as the jesses would suit 
the fairest Norway hawk."' 

*• Thou art a fool, Adam," said the page "and I 
care not a button about the girl or her ankles— But 
what, the foul fiend, one must look at something!?' 

" Very true, Master Roland Graeme;" said his 
guide, "but kt me pray you to choose your objects 
better. Look you, there is scarce a woman walks 
this High-gate with a silk screen or a pearlki muffler, 
but, as I said before, she has either gentleman-usher 
before her, or kinsman, or lover, or husband at her 
elbow, or it may be a brace of stout fellows with 
sword and buckler, not so far behind but what they 
can follow close— But you heed me no more than a 
goss-hawk minds a yellow yoldring." 

u O yes, I do— I do mind you, Indeed," said Ro~ 
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land Graeme; " but hold my nag a bit— I will be with 
you in the exchange of a whistle." So saying, and ere 
Adam Woodcock could finish the sermon which was 
dying on his tongue*, Roland Graeme, to the falconer's 
utter astonishment, threw him the bridle of his jen- 
net, jumped off horse-back, and pursued down one of 
the closes or narrow lanes, which, opening under a 
vault, terminate upon the main street, the very maid- 
en to whom his friend has accused him of showing 
so much attention, and who had turned down the 
pass in question. r 

" Saint Man',' Saint Magdalen, Saint Benedict, 
Saint Barnabas!" said the poor falconer, when he 
found himself thus suddenly brought to a pause in 
the midst of the Canongate, and saw his' young 
charge start off like a madman in quest of a damsel 
whom he had never, as Adam supposed, seen in his 
life before. — i4 Saint Satan and Saint Belzebub— for 
this would make one swear Saint and devil — what 
can have come over the lad, with a wanion! — And 
what shall I do the whilst— he will have his throat 
cut, the poor lad, as sure as I was born at the foot of 
Roseberry-Topping. Could I find some one to hold 
the horses! but they are as sharp here north-away as 
in canny Yorkshire herself, and quit bridle, quit titt, 
as we say. An' I could but see one of our folks ,now, 
a holly sprig wefe worth a gold tassel; or could I but 
see one of the Regent's men— -but to leave the horses 
to a stranger, that I can not— and to leave the place 
while the lad is in jeopardy, that I wonot." 

We must leave the falconer, however, in the midst 
of his distress, and follow the hot-headed? youth who 
was the cause of his perplexity. 

The latter part of Adam Woodcock's sage remon- 
strance had been in a great measure lost upon Roland, 
for whose benefit it was intended; because, in one of 
the female forms which tripped along the street,, 
muffled in a veil of striped silk, like the women of 
Brussels at this day, his eye had discerned some- 
thing which closely resembled the exquisite shape 
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and spirited bearing of Catherine Seyton. During all 
the grave advice which the falconer was dinning into 
his ear, his eye continued intent upon so interesting an 
object of observation; and* at length, as the damsel, 
just about to dive under one of the arched passages 
which afford outlet to the Canongate from the houses 
beneath, (a passage, graced by a projecting shield of 
arms, supported by two huge foxes of stone,) had lifted 
her veil, for the purpose perhaps of descrying who the 
horseman was who iqtr some time had eyed her so 
closely, young Rolond saw, under the shadow of the 
silken plaid, enough of the bright azure eyes, fair 
locks, and blithe features, to Induce him, like an in- 
experienced and rash madcap, whose wilful ways had 
never been traversed by contradiction, nor much sub- 

1'ected to consideration, to throw the bridle of his 
torse into Adam Woodcock's hand, and leave him 
to play the waiting gentleman while he dashed down 
the paved court after Catherine Seyton — all as afore- 
said. 

Women's wits are proverbially quick, but apparent* 
ly those of Catherine suggested no better expedient 
than fairly to betake herself to speed of foot, in hopes 
of baffling the page's vivacity, by getting safely lodg- 
ed before he. could discover where. But a youth of 
eighteen, in pursuit of a mistress, is not so easily ouV 
stripped. Catherine fled across a paved court, de- 
corated with large formal vases of stone, in which 
yews, cypresses, and other evergreens, vegetated in 
sombre sullenness, and gave a correspondent degree 
of solemnity to the high and heavy building in front 
of which they were placed as ornaments, aspiring to- 
wards a square portion of the blue hemisphere, cor* 
responding exactly in extent to the quadrangle in 
which they were stationed, and all around which rose 
huge black walls, exhibiting windows in rows of five 
stories, with heavy architraves over each, bearing 
armorial and religious devices*. - 

Through this court Catherine Seyton flashed like 
a hunted doe, making the best use of those pretty 
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legs which had attracted the commendation even of 
the reflective and cautious Adam Woodcock. She 
hastened towards a large door in the centre of the 
lower front of the court, pulled the bobbin till the 
latch flew up, and ensconced herself in the ancient 
mansion. But, if she fled like a doe, Roland Graeme 
followed with the speed and ardour of a youthful 
stag-hound, loosed, for the first time on his prey. 
He kept her in view, in spite of her e^jprts; for it is 
remarkable, what an advantage in such a race the 
gallant who desires to see, possesses over the maiden 
who wishes not to be seen— an advantage which I 
have known counterbalance a great start in point of 
distance. In short, he 6aw the waving of her screen, 
or veil, at one corner, heard the tap of her foot, light 
as that was, as it crossed the court, and caught a 
glimpse of her figure just as she entered the door of 
the mansion* 

Roland Graeme, inconsiderate and headlong as we 
have described him, having no knowledge of real 
life but Irom the romances which he had read, and 
not an idea of checking himself in the midst of any 
eager impulse, possessed, besides, of much courage 
and readiness, never hesitated for a moment to ap- 
proach the door through which the object of his 
search had disappeared. He, too, pulled the bobbin, 
and the latch, though heavy and massive, answered 
to the summons, and arose. The page entered with 
the same precipitation which had marked his whole 
proceeding, and found himself in a large gloomy haU, 
or vestibule, dimly enlightened by latticed casements, 
of painted glass, and rendered yet dimmer through 
the exclusion of the sunbeams, owing to the height 
of the wails of those buildings by which the court- 
yard was enclosed. The walls of the hall were sur- 
rounded with suits of ancient and rusted armour, in- 
terchanged with huge and massive stone scutcheons, 
bearing double treasures fleured and counter-fleur ed, 
wheat sheaves, coronets, aad so forth, things- to 



* THE ABBOT. 19? 

.which Roland Graeme gave not a moment's atten- 
tion. 

In fact he only deigned to observe the figure of 
Catherine Seyton, who, deeming herself safe in the 
hall, had stopped to take breath after her course, and 
was reposing herself for a moment on a large oaken 
settle which stood at the upper end of the hall. The 
noise of Roland's entrance at once disturbed her; she 
started up with a faint scream of surprise, and escap- 
ed through one of the several folding-doors which 
opened into this apartment as a common centre. This 
door, which Roland Graeme instantly approached, 
opened on a large and well-lighted gallery, at the up- 
per end of which he could hear several voices, and 
the noise of hasty steps approaching toward the hall 
or vestibule. A little recalled to sober thought by 
an appearance of serious danger, he was deliberating 
whether he should stand fast or retire, when Cathe- 
rine Seyton re-entered from a side-door, running to-> 
wards him with as much speed as a few minutes 
since she had fled from him. 

" Q, what mischief brought you hither?" she said; 
" fly-^y, or you are a dead man,— or, stay— they 
come— flight is impossible— say you came to ask af- 
ter Lord Seyton." 

She sprung from him, and disappeared through 
the door by which she had made her second appear- 
ance; and, at the same instant, a pair of large fold- 
ing-doors at the upper end of the gallery flew open 
with vehemence, and six or seven young gentlemen, 
richly dressed, pressed forward into the apartment, 
having, for the greater part, their swords drawn. 

" Who is it," said one, u dare intrude on us in our 
own mansion i" 

u Cut him to pieces," said another; u let him pay 
for this day's insolence and violence— he is some 
follower of the Rothes." 

u No, by Saint Mary," said another, u he is a fol- 
lower of the arch-fiend and ennobled clown Halbert 
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Gtendinning, who takes the style of Avenel— once a 
church-vassal, now a pillager of the church." 

44 It is so," said a fourth;' a I know him by the 
holly-sprig, which is their cognizance. Secure the 
door, he must answer for this insolence." 

Two of the gallants, hastily drawing their wea- 
pons, past onto the door by which Roland had enter- 
ed the hall, and stationed themselves there as if to 
prevent his escape. The others advanced on Graeme, 
who had just sense enough to perceive that any at- 
tempt at resistance would be alike fruitless and im- 
prudent. At once, and by various voices, none of 
which sounded amicably, the page was required to 
say who he was, whence he came, his name, his er- 
rand, and who sent him hither. Thrnumber of the 
questions demanded of him at once, afforded a mo- 
mentary apology for his remaining silent, and ere that 
brief truce had elapsed, a personage entered the hall,, 
at whose appearance those who had gathered fiercely 
around Roland, fell back with respect. 

This was a tall man, whose dark hair was already 
grizzled, though his eye and haughty features re- 
tained all the animation of youth. The upper part, 
of his person was undressed to his Holland shirt, 
whose ample folds were stained with blood. But he 
wore a mantle of crimson, lined with rich fur cast 
around him, which supplied the deficiency of his 
dress. On his head he had a crimson velvet bonnet, 
looped up on one side with a small golden chain of 
many links, which, going thrice round the hat, was 
fastened by a medal, agreeable to the fashion amongst 
the grandees of the time. 

" Whom have you here, sons and kinsmen," said 
he, 4< around whom you crowd thus roughlyf— 
Know you not that the shelter of this roof should 
secure every one fair treatment, who shall come 
hither either in fair peace, or in open and manly hos- 
tility?" 

44 But here, my lordj" answered t>ne of the youths, 
" is a knave who comes on treacherous espial!" 
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** I deny the charge!'* Sard Roland Grame boldly, 
" I came to inquire after my Lord Seyton." 

u A likely tale," answered his accusers, " in the 
mouth of a follower of Glendinning." 

u Stay, young men," said the Lord Seyton, for it 
was that nobleman himself, i( let me look at this youth 
— by heaven, it is the very same who came so boldly 
to my side not very many minuter since, when some 
of nay own knaves bore themselves with more respect 
to their own worshipful safety than to mice! Stand 
back from him, for he well deserves honour and a 
friendly welcome at your han4s, instead of this rough 

treatment' 

». 

They fell hack on all sides, obedient to Lord Sey- 
ton's commands, who, taking Roland Graeme by the 
-hand, thanked him for his prompt and gallant assist- 
ance, adding, that he nothing doubted, " the same 
interest which he had taken in his cause in the affray, 
brought him hither to inquire after his hurt." 

Roland bowed low in acquiescence. 
... ** Or is there any thing in which I can serve you, 
to show my sense of your ready gallantry*" 

But the page, thinking it best to abide by the apo- 
logy for his visit which the Lord Seyton had so aptly 
himself suggested, replied, " that to be assured of 
his lordships safety, had been the only cause of his 
intrusion. He judged," he added, " he had seen 
him receive some hurt in the affray." 

" A trifle," said k Lord Seyton; a I had but strip- 
ped my doublet that the chirurgeon might put some 
dressing on the paltry scratch, when these rash boys 
interrupted us with their clamour." 

Roland Graeme, making a low obeisance, was now 
about to depart, for, relieved from the danger of be- 
ing treated as a spy, he began next to fear^ that his 
companion Adam Woodcock, whom he had so un- 
ceremoniously quitted, would either bring him into 
some farther dilemma, by venturing into the hotel in 
quest of him, or ride off and leave him behind alto- 
gether. But Lord Seyton did not permit him to 
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escape so easily.—" Tarry," he said, * young man, 
and let roe know thy rank and name. The Seyton 
has of late been more wont tosee friends and follow- 
ers shrink from his side, than to receive aid from t 
strangers— but a new world may come round, in 
which he may have the chance of rewarding his well- 
wishers." • . < 

44 My name is Roland Graeme, my lord," answer- 
ed the- youth, u a page, who, for the present, is. in 
the service of Sir Halbert Glendinning. 

44 I said so from the first," said one of the young 
men; " my life I will wager, that this is a shaft out 
of the heretic's quiver — a stratagem from first to last, 
to injeer into your confidence some espial of his own* 
They know how to teach both boys and women to 
play the intelligencers." 

a That is false, if it be spoken of me," said Ro- 
land; " no man in Scotland should teach me such a 
foul part!" 

u I believe thee, boy," said Seyton, u for thy 
strokes were too fair to be dealt upon an understanding 
with those that were to receive them. Credit me, 
however, I little expected to have help at need from 
one of your master's household; and I would know 
what moved thee in my quarrel, to thine own endan- 
gering?" 

« So please you, my lord," said Roland, " I think 
my master himself would not have stood by, and 
seen an honourable man borne to earth by odds, if 
his single arm could help him. Such, at least, is the 
lesson we were taught in chivalry, at the Cfcstle of 
Avenel." ^ 

44 The good seed hath fallen id to good ground, 
young man," said Seyton; " but alas! if thou prac- 
tise such honourable-war in these dishonourable days, 
when right is every where borne down by mastery, 
ihy life, my poor boy, will be but a short one." 

44 Let it be short, so it be honourable," said Roland 
Gra>nae; 4< and permit me now, my Lord, to com- 
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mend tne to your grace, and to take my leave, A 
comrade waits with my horse in the street." 

u Take this, however, young man," said Lord 
Seyton, undoing from his bonnet the golden chain 
and medal, M and wear it for my sake." 

With no little pride Roland Graeme accepted the 
gift, which he hastily fastened around his bonnet, as 
he had seen gallants wear such an ornament, and re- 
newing- his obeisance to the Baron, left the hall, 
traversed the. court, and appeared in the street, just 
as Adam Woodcock, vexed and anxious at his de- 
lay, had determined to leave the horses to their fate, 
and go in quest of his youthful comrade. " Whose 
ban* hast thou broken next?" he exclaimed, greatly 
relieved by his appearance, although his countenance 
indicated that he had passed through an agitating 
scene.. 

" Ask me no questions," said Roland, leaping 
gaily on his horse! " but see how short time it takes 
to win a chain of gold," pointing to that which he * 
now wore. 

" Now, God forbid that thou hast either stolen it, 
or reft it by violence," said the falconer; " for other- 
wise, I. wot not how the devil thou couidst compass 
it. I have been often here, ay, for months at an end, 
and no one gave me either chain or medal." 

tt Thou seest I have got one on shorter acquaint- 
ance with the city," answered the page, " and set 
thine honest heart at rest; that which is fairly won 
and freely given, is neither reft nor stolen." — ** Mar- 
ry, hang thee, with thy fanfarona* about thy neck!" 
said the falconer; "I think water will not drown, nor 
hemp strangle thee*. Thou hast been discarded as 
my lady's page, to come in again as my lord's squire; 
and for following a noble young damsel into some 
great household, thou getst a chain and a medal, 

* A name given to the gold chains worn by the military men of 
the period. It 19 of Spanish origin;, for the fashion of wearing 
these costly ornaments was much followed amongst the con- 
querors of the New World. 
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where another would have had the baton across his 
shoulders, if he missed having the dirk in his body. 
— But here we come in front of the old Abbey. 
Bear thy good luck with you when you cross these 
paved stones, and, by our Lady, you may brag Scot- 
land." 

As he spoke, they checked their horses, where 
the huge old vaulted entrance to the Abbey or Palace 
of Holy rood, crossed the termination of the street 
down which they had proceeded. The court-yard 
of the palace opened within this gloomy porch, 
showing the front of an irregular pile of monastic 
buildings, one wing of which is still extant, forming 
a part of the modern palace, erected in the days of 
Charles J, 

At the gate of the porch the falconer and page re- 
signed their horses to the serving-man in attendance; 
(he falconer commanding him, with an air of authori- 
ty, to carry them safely to the stables. " We follow," 
he said, tc the Knight of Avenel. — We must bear 
ourselves for what we are here," said he, in a whis- 
per to Roland, " for every one here is looked on as 
they demean themselves; and he that is too modest 
must to the wall, as the proverb says; therefore, cock 
thy bonnet, man, and let us brook the causeway 
bravely." 

Assuming, therefore, an air of consequence, cor- 
responding to what he supposed to be his master's 
importance and quality, Adam Woodcock led the 
\yay into the court-yard of the. Palace of Holyrood. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

-The sky is clouded, Gaffpard, 



2 . 



x And the vex'xi ocean sleeps a troubled sleep, 
Beneath a lurid gleam of parting sunshine. 
Such slumber hangs o'er discontented lands, 
While factions doubt, as yet, if they have strength 
To front the open battle* 

Aibioh— A Poem, " 

The youthful page paused on the entrance of the 
oourt-yard, and implored his guide to give him a 
moment's breathing space. u Let me but look around 
me, man," said he; u you consider not I have never 
seen such a 6cene as this before,— .And this is Holy- 
rood— the resort of the gallant and gay, and the fair 
and the wise, and the powerful!" 

" Ay, marry, is it!" said Woodcock; u but I wish 
I could hood thee as they do the hawks, for thou 
starest as wildly as if you sought another fray or 
another fanfarona. I would I had thee safely hous- 
ed, for thou lookest wild as a goss-hawk." 

It was indeed no common sight to Roland, the 
vestibule of a palace, traversed by its various groupes, 
—-some radiant with gaiety — -some pensive, and ap- 
parently weighed down by affairs concerning the state, 
pr concerning themselves. Here the hoary statesman, 
with his cautious, yet commanding look, his furred 
cloak and sable pahtoufies; there the soldier in buff 
and steel, his long sword jarring against the pave- 
ment, and his whiskered upper lip and frowning 
brow; there again passed my lord's serving-man, 
high of heart, and bloody of hand, humble to his 
master and his master's equals, insolent to all others. 
To these might be added, the poor suitor, with his 
apxious look and depressed mien — the officer, full of 
his brief authority, elbowing his betters, and possi- 
bly his benefactors, out of the road— the proud 
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priest, who sought a better benefice-— the proud baron, 
who sought a grant of church lands— the robber 
chief, who came to solicit a pardon for the injuries 
he had inflicted on his neighbours — the plundered 
franklin, who came to seek vengeance for that which 
he had himself received. Besides, there was the^ 
mustering and disposition of guards and of soldiers 
— the dispatching of messengers, find the receiving 
them — the trampling and neighing of horses without 
the gate — the flashing of arms, and rustling of plumes, 
and jingling of spurs within it. In short, it was that 
gay and splendid confusion, in which the eye of 
youth sees all that is brave and brilliant, and that of 
experience much that is doubtful, deceitful, false, 
and hollow— -hopes that will never be gratified— pro- 
mises which will never be fulfilled — pride in the dis- 
guise of humility— and insolence in that of frank and 
generous bounty. 

As, tired of the eager and enraptured attention 
which the page gave to a scent so new to him, Adam 
Woodcock endeavoured to get him 10 move forward, 
before his exuberance of astonishment should attract 
the observation of the sharp-witted denizens of the 
court, the falconer himself became an object of at- 
tention to a gay menial in a dark-green bonnet and 
feather, with a cloak of a corresponding colour, laid 
down, as the phrase then went, by six broad bars of 
silver lace, and n cited with violet and silver. The 
words of recognition burst from both at once^ " What! 
Adarn Woodcock at court," and " What! Micbqel 
Wing-the-wind — and how runs the hackjt gray- 
hound bitch now?" 

u Th? waur for the wear, like ourselves, Adam 
weight years this grass-^-no four legs will carry a 
dog forever; but we keep her for the breed, and so 
she 'scapes Border-doorn.— But why stand yovigaz* 
ing thrref I promise you ray lord has wished for you, 
$nd asked tor you." 

" My tord of Murray asked for me, and he Re- 
gent of the kingdom too!" said Adam. " I hunger 
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and thirst to pay my duty to- my good kird;-— but I 
fancy his good lordship remembers the day's sport 
on .Carnwarth-moor; and my Drummelzier falcon, . 
that beat the hawks' from the isle of Man, and won 
his lordship a hundred crowns from the Southern ba- 
ron whom they called Stanley." 

" Nay, not to flatter thee, Adam," said his courts 
friend, " he remembers nought of thee, of of thy faK 
cfon either. He hath flown many a higher flight sincg 
that, and struck his quarry- too. But come; come 
hither away; I trust we are to be good Comrades on 
the old score." 

" What!" said Adam, ** ybu would have me crash 
a pot with -.youf but I must first dispose of my eyass, 
where he will neither have girl to chase, nor lad to 
draw sword upon." 

" Is the youngster such a oneJ;" said Michael. 

u Ay, by my hood; he flies at all game," replied 
Woodcock. 

" Then had he better come with us," said Michael 
Wing-the-wind; " for we can hot have a proper <&> 
/ rouse just now; only I would wet my lips, and so , 
must you. I want to hear the news from Saint Ma> 
ryV before yOu see my lord^ and I will let you know 
how the wind sits up yonder." 

While he thus spoke he led the way to a side door 
which opened into the court; and threading several 
dark passages with the air of one who knew the most 
secret recesses of the palace, conducted them to a 
small matted chamber, where he placed bread arid 
cheese, and a foaming flagon of ale before the falco*- 
ner, who immediately did justice to the latter in a 
hearty draught, Which nearly emptied the measure. 
Having drawn his breath, and dashed the froth front 
his-wiskers^lte observed, that his anxiety for the boy 
had madtf hinv deadly dry. , 

" Mend your draught*" said his* hospitable frietttf; 
again supplying the flagon from a pitcher Which stood 
beside. * I know the #ajr to thfe bu«tery-bar. And 
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now, mind what I say— this morning the Earl of 
Morton came to my lord in a mighty chafe." 

" What! they ieep the old friendship then?" said 
Woodcock, 

Ay, ay, man, what else?" said Michael; ** one hand 
must scratch the other. But in a mighty chafe was 
my Lord of Morton, who, to say truth, looketh on 
such occasions altogether uncanny, mid, as it were, 
fiendish; and he says to my lord, for I was in the 
chamber taking orders about a cast of hawks that are 
to be fetched from Darnoway — the match your long- 
winged falcons, friend Adam." 

"-I will believe that when I see them fly as high a 
pi tch,'« replied Woodcock, this professional observa- 
tion forming a sort of parenthesis, 

" However," said Michael, pursuing his tale, " my 
Lord of Morton, in a mighty chafe, asked my Lord 
Regent whether he was well dealt with— for my bro- 
ther;" said he, u should have had a gift to be Com- 
mendator of Kennaquhair, and to have all the tem- 
poralities erected into a lordship of regality for his 
benefit; and here £ said he, " the false monks have 
had the insolence to choose a new Abbot to put his 
claim in my brother's way; and moreover, the rascali- 
ty of the neighbourhood have burnt and plundered 
all that was left in the Abbey, so that my brother will 
not have a house to dwell in, when he hath ousted 
the lazy hounds of priests. And my lord seeing him 
chafed, said mildly to him, These are shrewd tidings, 
Douglas, but I trust they be not true; for Halbert 
Glendinning went southward yesterday with a band 
of spears, and assuredly had either of these chances 
happened, that the monks had presumed to choose an 
Abbot, or that the Abbey had been burnt as you say, 
he had taken order on the spot for the punishment 
of such insolence, and had despatched us a messen- 
ger. And the Earl of Morton replied — Now I pray 
you, Adam, to notice that I say this out of love to 
you and your lord, and also for old comradeship, and 
also because Sir Halbert hath done me good, and 



TBS ABBOTS 2M 

ltoay again— and also because I love not the Earl of 
Morton, as indeed more fear than like him* So then 
it were a foul deed in you to betray me*—- But said 
the Earl to the Regent, Take heed, my lord/ you 
trust not this Giendinning too far-— he comes of 
churl's blood, which was never true to the nobles — 
by Saint Andrew these were his very words.-*— And 
besides, he said, he hath a brother, a monk in Saint 
Mary's* and walks all by his guidance, and is making 
friends on the border with Buccleuch and with Fer- 
meherst, and will join hand with them, were there 
likelihood of a new world. And my lord answered, 
like a free noble lord as he is: Tush! my Lord of 
Morton, I will be warrant for GlendinningY faith; 
and for his brother, he is a dreamer, that thinks of 
nought but book and breviary — and if such hap have 
chanced as you tell of, I look to receive from Glen- 
dinning the cowl of a hanged monk, and the head of 
a riotous churl, by way of sharp and sudden justice. 
—And my Lord of Morton left the place, and, as it 
seemed to me, somewhat malcontent. But since that 
time, my lord has asked me more than once whether 
there has arrived no messenger from the Knight of 
Avenel. And all this I have told you, that you may 
frameyour discourse to the best purpose, for it seems 
to me that myHord will not be well* pleased, if aught 
has happened like what my Lord of Morton said, 
and if your lord hath not ta'en strict orders with it." 

There was something in this communication which 
fairly blanked the bold visage of Adam Woodcock, 
in spite of the reinforcement which his natural har- 
dihood had received from the berrybrown ale of Ho- 
Jyrood. . 

u What was It he said about a churl's head, that 
grim Lord of Morton?' 1 said the discontented falcon- 
er to his friend. 

" Nay, it was my Lord Regent, who said that he 
expected, if the Abbey was injured, your knight 
would send, him the head of the ringleader among the 
rioters. 

vol. i. 18 
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44 Nay, but is this done like a good Protestant," 
said Adam Woodcock; " or a true lord of the Con- 
gregation? We used to be their white-boys and dar- 
lings,- when we pulled down the convents in Fife and 
Perth*shires." 

a Ay, but that," said Michael, u was when old 
mother Rome held her own* and her great folks were 
determined she should have no shelter for her head 
in Scotland. But now, that the priests are fled in all 
quarters, and their houses and lands are given to pur 
grandees, they can not see that we are working the 
work of reformation in destroying the palaces of zeal- 
ous protestants." 

v " But J tell you Saint Mary's is not destroyed! 9 ' 
said Woodcock, in increasing agitation; u some trash 
of painted windows there were broken*— things that 
no nobleman could have brooked in his house— some 
stone saints were brought on their marrow bones, like 
old Widdrington at Chevy-chase, but as for fire*rais* 
ihg, there was not so much as a lighted lunt amongst 
us, save the match which the dragon had to light the 
tow withal, which he was to spit against Saint George, 
nay, I had caution of that." 

44 How! Adam Woodcock," said his comrade," I 
trust thou hadst no hand in such a fair work. Look 
you, Adam, I were loth to terrify yoo, and you just 
come from a journey, but I promise you, Earl Mor- 
ton hath brought you down a maiden from Halifax, 
you never saw the like of her*— and she'll ^Hp, you 
round the neck, and your head will remain in her arms." 

44 Pshaw!'' answered Adam, 44 1 am too old to have 
my head turned by any maiden of them all. I know 
my Lord of Morton will go as far for a buxom lass 
as any one; but what the devil took him to Halifax 
all the way? and if he have got a gamester there v w hat 
hath she to do with my head?" 

44 Much, much!" answered Michael.: u Herod's 
daughter, who did such execution with her foot and 
ankle, danced not men's heads off more cleanly, than 
this maiden of Morton. 'Tis an axe, man,-— an axe 
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which falls of itself like a sash window, and never 
gives the headsman the trouble to wield it." 

" By my faith, a shrewd device," said Woodcock; 
u heaven keep us free onH!" . * • . 

The p%ge, seeing no end to the conversation be- 
tween these two old comrades, and anxious, from, 
what he had heard, concerning the fate of the Abbot, 
now interrupted their conference. 

u Methinks," he said, " Adam Woodcock, thou 
hadst better deliver thy master's letter to the Regent; 
questionless he hath therein stated what has chanced 
at Kennaquhair, in the way most advantageous for 
all concerned*" 

".The boy is right," said Michael Wing-the-wind, 
u my lord will be very impatient," 

u The childhath wit enough to keep himself warm," 
said Adam Woodcock, producing from his hawking- 
bag his lord's letter, addressed to the earl of Mur- 
ray, "and for that matter, so have I. So, Master 
Roland, you will e'en please to present this yourself 
to the Lord Regent; his presence will be better graced 
by a young page than an old falconer." 

" Well said, canny Yorkshire!" replied his friend; 
(i and but now yon were so earnest to see our good 
Lord!— Why, wouldst thou put the lad into the nobse 
that thou mayest slip tether thyself ?-r-or doest thou 
think the Maiden will clasp his fair young neck more 
willingly than an old sun-burnt weasand?" 

.** Go to," answered the falconer; " thy wit towers 
high an it could strike the quarry. I tell thee, the 
youth has nought to fear — -he had nothing to do with 
the gambol— a rare •gambol it was, Michael, as mad- 
caps ever played; and I had made as rare a ballad, if 
we had had the luck to get it sung to an end. But mum 
for that — tact, as I said before, is the latin for a can- 
dle. Carry the youth to the presence, and I will re- 
main here, with bridle in hand ready to strike the 
spurs up to the rowel-heads, in case the ha, wk flies 
iny way. — -I will soon put Soltraedge, I trow, betwixt 
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die Regent and me, if he means me less than fair 
play." 

w Come on then, my lad," said Michael, "since 
thou must needs take the spring before canny York* 
•hire." So saying, he led the way through winding 
passages, closely followed by Roland Graeme, until 
they arrived at a large winding stone stair, the steps 
of which were so long and broad, and at the same 
time so low as to render the ascent uncommonly easy* 
When they had ascended about the height of one 
story, the guide stepped aside, and pushed open the 
door of a dark and gloomy anti-chamber; sodark'^in- 
deed, that his youthful companion stumbled, and 
nearly fell down upon a low step, which was awk- 
wardly placed on the very threshold. 

u Take heed," said Michael Wing the- wind, in a 
very low tone of voice, and first glancing cautiously 
round to see if any one listened—-* 4 Take heed, my 
young friend, for those who fall on these boards sel- 
dom arise again — Seest thou that," he added, in a 
still lower voice, pointing to some dark crimson 
stains on the floor, on which a ray of light .shot 
through a small aperture, and traversing the general 
gloom of the apartment, fell with mottled radiance 
— "Seest thou that, youth?— -walk warily, for men 
have fallen here before you." 

•* 4 What mean you?" said the page, his flesh creep- 
ing, though he scarce knew why; ** Is it blood?" 

u Ay, ay," said the domestic, in the same whisper- 
ing tone, and dragging the youth on by the arm — 
" Blood it is,— but this is no time to question, or 
even to look at it. Blood it is, foully and fearfully 
shed— as foully and fearfully avenged. The blood, 
he added, in a still more cautious tone, " of Seignior 
David." 

Roland Graeme's heart throbbed when he found 
himself so unexpectedly in the scene of Rizzio'a 
slaughter, a catastrophe which had chilled with hor- 
ror all even in that rude age, which had been the 
theme of wonder and pity through every cottage and 
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castle in Scotland, and bad not escaped that of A ve- 
nd, Bug his guide hurried him forward, permitting 
no further queston, and with the manner of one who 
has already tampered too much with a dangerous sub- 
ject.. A tap which he made at a low door at one end 
of the vestibule, was answered by a huissier or usher, 
who, opening it cautiously, received Michael's inti- 
mation that a page waited the Regent's leisure, who 
brought letters from the Knight of Avenel. 

44 The council is breaking up," said the usher; 
44 but give roc the packet, his grace the Regent will 
presently see the messenger." 

'* The packet," replied the page,, " must be deliv- 
ered into the Regent's own hands; such were the or- 
ders of my master." 

v The usher looked at him .from head to. foot, as if 
surprised at the boldness, and then replied, with 
some asperity, 44 Say you so, my young master? Thou 
crowest loudly to he but a chicken, and from a coun- 
try barn yard too." 

44 Were it a time or place," said Roland, " thou 
sbouldst see I can do 'more than crow; but do your 
duty, and let the Regent know I wait his pleasure." 

44 Thou art but a pert knave to tell me of my duty," 
said the courtier in office; " but I will find a time to 
show you you are out of yours; meanwhile, wait 
there till you are wanted." So saying, he shut the 
door in Roland's face. . 

Michael Wing-the-wind,whohad shrunk from his 
youthful companion during; this altercation,, accord- 
ing to' the established maxim of courtiers of all ranks, 
and in all ages, now transgressed their prudential 
line of conduct so far as to come up to him once 
more. i4 Thou, art 3 hopeful young springald," said 
he, 44 and I see right well old Yorkshire had reason 
in his caution. Thou hast been five minutes in the 
court, and hast employed thy time so well, as to make 
a powerful and mortal enemy out of the usher of the 
council-chamccr. Why, man, you might almost as 
well have offended the deputy butler. 

18* 
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« I care not what he is," said Roland Greeme; "I 
will teach whomsoever I speak with, to speak civilly 
to me in return. I did not come from Avenel to be 
brow -beaten in Holy rood," 

tt Bravo, my lad!" said Michael; * it is a fine 
spirit if you can but hold it— but see, the door 
Opens." ^ 

The usher appeared, and in a more civil tone of 
voice and manner, said, that his Grace the ftegent 
would receive the Knight of Avenel's message; and 
accordingly marshalled Roland Gneme the way into 
the apartment, from which the Council had been 
just dismissed, after finishing their consultations* 
There was in the room a long oaken table, surround- 
ed by stools of the same wood, with a large elbow 
chair, covered with crimson velvet, at the head. 
Writing materials and papers were lying there in ap- 
parent disorder; one or two of the privy counsellors 
Who had lingered behind, assuming their cloaks, bon- 
nets, and swords, and bidding farewell to the Re- 
gent, were departing slowly by a large door, on the 
opposite side to that through which the page enter- 
ed. Apparently the Earl of Murray had made some 
jest, for the smiling countenances of the statesmen 
expressed that sort of cordial reception which is paid 
by courtiers to the condescending pleasantries of a 
prince. 

The Regent himself was laughing heartily as he 
said, " Farewell, my lords, and hold me remembered 
to the pock of the North." s 

He then turned slowly round toward* Roland 
Graeme, and the marks of gaiety, real or assumed, 
disappeared from his countenance, as completely as 
the passing bubbles leave the dark mirror of a still 
profound lake into which a traveller has cast a stone; 
in the course of a minute his noble features had as- 
sumed their natural expression of deep and even me- 
lancholy gravity* 

This distinguished statesman, for as such his worst 
enemies acknowledged him, possessed all the exter- 
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*al dignity, as well as almost alt the noble qualities 
which could grace the power that htr enjoyed: and 
had he succeeded to the throne as his legitimate in- 
heritance, it is probable he would have been record- 
ed as one of Scotland's wisest and greatest kings. 
But that he held his authority by the deposition and 
imprisonment of his sister and benefactress, was a 
crime whieh those only can excuse who think ambi- 
tion an apology for ingratitude. He was dressed 
plainly in black velvet, after the Flemish fashion, and 
wore in his high-cYowned hat a jewelled clasp, which 
looped it up on one side, and formed the only orna- 
ment of his apparel. He had his poniard by his side, 
and his sword lay on the council table. 
' Such was the personage before whom Rofcmd 
Graeme now presented himself, with a feeling of 
breathless awe, very different from the usual bold- 
ness and vivacity of his temper. In fact, he was, 
from education and nature, forward but not impudent, 
and was much more easily controlled by the moral 
superiority, arising from the elevated talents and re- 
nown of those with whom he conversed, than by pre- 
tensions founded only on rank, w external show. He 
might have braved with indifference the presence of 
an earl, merely distinguished by his belt and coronet; 
but he felt overawed in that of an eminent soldier 
and statesman, the wielder of a nation's power, and 
the leader of her armies. The greatest and wisest 
are flattered by the deference of youth*— so grace- 
ful and becoming in hselff and Murray took, with 
much courtesy, the letter from the hands of the abash- 
ed and blushing page, and answered with; complais- 
ance to the imperfect and half-muttered greeting 
which he endeavoured to deliver to him on the part 
of Sir Halbert of Avenel. He even paused a mo* 
ment ere he broke the silk with which the letter was 
secured to ask the page his name^-so much he was 
struck with .his very handsome features and form. 
* c Roland Graeme," he said, repeating the words 
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after the hesitating page. u What! of the Gravities 
of the Lennox?" 

** No, my lord," replied Roland; * c my parents 
dwelt in the Debateable Land." 

Murray made no farther inquiry* bu^ proceeded 
to read his despatches; during the perusal of which 
his brow began to assume a stern expression of dis- 
pleasure, as that of one whb found something which 
at once surprised and disturbed him. He sate down 
on the nearest seat, frowned till his eyebrows almost; 
met together, read the letter twice over, and was then 
silent for several minutes. At length, raising his 
head, his eye encountered that of the usher who in 
vain endeavoured to exchange the look of eager and 
curious observation with which he had been perusing 
the Regent's features, for that open and unnoticiug 
expression of countenance, which, in looking at alt, 
seems as if it saw and marked nothings— a cast of look 
which may be practised with advantage by all those, 
of whatsoever degree, who are admitted to wiiness 
the familiar and unguarded hours of their superiors. 
Great men are as jealous of their thoughts as the 
wife of King C and auks was of her charms, and will 
as readily punish those who have, however iavqlun- 
tarily, beheld them in mental dishabille and expo- 
sure. 

" Leave the apartment, Hyndman," said the Re* 
gent sternly, " and carry your observation elsewhere. 
You are too knowing, sir, for your post, which, by 
special order, is destined for men of blunter capacity. 
So! now you look more like a fool than you did-r- 
(for Hyndman, as may be, easily supposed, was not 
a little discouraged by this rebuke)— keep that con- 
fused stare, and it may keep you your office. Be- 
gone, sir!" 

The, usher, departed in dismay, not forgetting. t,o 
register, amongst his other causes of dislike to Ro- 
land Graeme, that he had been the witness of this dis- 
graceful chiding. When he had left the apartment, 
the Regent again addressed the page* 
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^ Your name yon say is Armstrong?" 

" No," replied Roland, ** my name is Graeme, so 
please you— Roland Graeme, whose forbears were 
designated of Heathergill, in the Debateable Land." 

" Ayy I knew it was a name from the Debateable 
Land. Hast thou any acquaintances here in Edin- 
burgh?" ♦* 

* My Lord," replied Roland, "willing rather to 
evade this question than to answer it directly, for the 
prudence of being silent with respect to Lord Sey- 
toto's adventure immediately struck him, u I have 
been in Edinburgh searce an hour, and that for the 
first time in my life." 

u What! and thou Sir Halbert Glendinning's 
page?" said the Regent. 

44 I was brought up as my Lady's page," said the 
youth, u and left Avenel Castle for the first time in' 
my life — at least since my childhood— only three 
days since." 

u My Lady's page!" repeated the Earl of Murray, 
as if speaking to himself; 4 * it was strange to send his 
Lady's page on a matter of such deep concernment 
—Morton will say it is of a piece with the nomina- 
tion of his brother to be Abbot; and yet in some sort 
an inexperienced youth will best serve the turn.— 
What hast thou been taught, young man, in thy 
doughty apprenticeship?" *» 

*' To hunt, my lord, and to hawk," said Roland 
Graeme. 

'* To hunt coneys, and to hawk at ouzels?" said the 
Regent smiling; " for such are the sports of ladies 
and their followers." 

Graeme's cheek reddened deeply as he replied, not 
without some emphasis, "To hunt red deer of the 
first head, and to strike down hefons of the highest 
soar, my lord, which in Lothian speech, may be 
termed, for aught I know, coneys and ouzels;— also^ 
I can wield a brand and couch a lance according to 
our Border meaning; in inland speech these may be 
termed water- flags and bull-rushes," 
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44 Thy speech rings like metal," said the Regent, 
44 and I pardon the sharpness of it for the truth.— 
Thou kaowest, then, what belongs to the duty of a 
man-at-arms." 

u So far as exercise can teach it, without real ser- 
vice in the field," answered Roland Graeme; ** but 
ou*Kmght permitted none of his household to make 
raids* and I never had the good fortune to see a striken 
field." 

44 The good fortune!" repeated the Regent, smil- 
ing somewhat sorrowfully, u take my word, young 
man, war 49 the only game from which both parties 
rise losers," 

44 Not always, my lord!" answered the page, with 
his characteristic audacity, u if fame speaks truth." 

u How, sir? 1 -' said the Regent, colouring in his 
turn, and perhaps suspecting an indiscreet allusion 
to the height which he himself had attained by the 
hap of civil war. 

44 Because, my lord, " said Roland Graeme, with- 
out change of tone, " he who fights well, must have 
fame in life, or honour in death; and so war is a game 
from which no one can rise a loser." 

The Regent smiled and shook his head, when at 
that moment the door opened, and the Earl of Morton 
presented himself. 

44 I comg somewhat hastily," he said, u and I enter 
unannounced, because my news are of weight— It is 
as I said, Edward Glendinning is named Abbot, 
and" 

44 Hush, my lord!" said the Regent, i4 I know it, 
but," 

44 And perhaps you knew it before I did, my Lord 
of Murray," answered Morton, his dark red brow 
growing darker and redder as he spoke. 

44 Morton/' said Murray, " suspect me not — touch 
not mine honour — I have to suffer enough from the 
calumnies of foes, let me not have to contend with 
the unjust suspicions of my friends.— We are not 



THE ABBOT. %l& 

alone," said he, recollecting himself, « or Tc6uld tell 
you more." 

He led Morton into one of the deep embrasures 
which the windows formed in the massive wall, and 
which afforded a retiring place for their conversing 
apart. In this recess, Roland observed them speak 
together with much earnestness, Murray appearing 
to be grave and earnest, and Morton having a jealous 
and offended air, which seemed gradually to give way 
to the assurances of the Regent. 

As their conversation grew more earnest, they be- 
came gradually louder in speech, haying perhaps for- 
gotten the presence of the page, the more readily, as 
his position in the apartment placed him but of sight, 
so that he found himself unwillingly privy to more 
of their discourse than he cared to hear. For, page 
though he was, a mean curiosity after the secrets of 
others had never been numbered amongst Roland's 
failings; and moreover, with all his natural rashness, 
lie could not but doubt the safety of becoming privy 
to the secret discourse of these powerful and dread- 
ed men. Still he could neither stop his ears, nor 
with propriety leave the apartment; and while he 
thought of some means of signifying his presence, 
he had already heard so much, that, to have produced 
himself suddenly would have been as awkward, and. 
perhaps as dangerous, as in quiet to abide the end 
of their conference. What he overheard, however, 
was but an imperfect part of their communication; 
and although a more expert politician, acquainted 
with the circumstances of the times, would have had 
little difficulty in tracing the meaning, yet Roltmd 
Gramme could only form very general and vague con- 
jectures as to the import of their discourse. 

*' All is prepared, said Murray," and Lindesay 
is setting forward — She must hesitate no longer— 
thou seest I act by thy counsel, and harden mysel 
against softer considerations." 

44 True, my lord," replied Morton, "in what is 
necessary to gain power, you dfe not hesitate, but go 
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boldly to the mark* But are you as careful to de- 
fend and preserve what you have won?— Why this 
establishment of domestics around her?— has not 
your mother men and maidens enough to tend her, 
but you must consent to this superfluous and danger- 
ous retinue?" 

" For shame, Morton! — a princess, and my sister, 
could I do less than allow her due tendance?" 

44 Ay," replied Morton, u even thus fly all your 
shafts— smartly enough loosened from the bow, and 
not unskilfully aimed— but a breath of foolish affec- 
tion ever crosses in the mid volley, and sways the 
arrow from the mark." 

" Say not so, Morton!" replied Murray, tt I have 
.both dared and done" 

a Yes, enough to gain, but not enough to keep — 
reckon not that she will think and act thus— you 
have wounded her deeply, both in pride and in pow- 
er—it signifies nought, that you would tent now the 
wound with unavatting^alves—- -as matters stand with 
you, you must forfeit the title of an affectionate bro- 
ther, to hold that of a bold and determined states- 
man." 

44 Morton!" said Murray with some impatience, 
" I brook not these taunts— what I have done I have 
done — what I must further do, I must and will-*- 
but I am not mat* d of iron like thee, and I can not 
but remember— Enough of this- — my purpose holds." 

i4 - And. I -warrant me," said Morton, the choice of 
these domestic consolations will rest with"— — 

Here he whispered names which escaped Roland 
Graeme's ear. Murray replied in a similar tone, but 
so much raised towards the conclusion of the sen- 
tence, that the page heard these words— 44 And of 

him I hold myself secure, by Glendinning's recom- 
mendation." 

44 Ay, which may be as much trust -worthy as his 
late conduct at the Abbey of St. Mary's— you have 
heard his brother's election has taken place. Your 
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favourite Sir Halbert, my Lord of 'Murray, has as 

much fraternal affection as yourself." 

"By heaven, Morton, that taunt demanded an un- 
friendly answer, but I pardon it, for your brother 
also is concerned; but this election shall be annulled. 
I tell you, Earl of Morton, while I hold the sword 
of state in my royal nephew's name, neither Lord 
nor Knight in Scotland shall dispute my authority; 
and if I bear with insults from my friends, it is only 
while I know them to be such, and forgive their 
follies for their faithfulness." 

Morton muttered what seemed to be some excuse, 
and the Regent answered him in a milder tone, and 
then subjoined, "Besides, I have a pledge besides 
Glendinning's recommendation for this youth's fideli- 
ty—his nearest relative has placed herself in my 
hands as his security, to be dealt withal as his doings 
shall deserve." 

44 That is something," replied Morton; 44 but yet 
in fair love and good will, I must still pray you to 
keep on your guard. The foes are stirring again, as 
horse-flies and hornets become busy so soon as the 
storm-blast is over. George of Sey ton was cropping 
the causeway this morning with a score of men at 
his backhand had a ruffle with my friends of the 
House of Leslie — they met at the Trone, and were 
fighting hard, when the provost, with his guard of 
parti zans, came in thirds-man, and staved them asun 
der with their haiberts, as men part dog and bear." 

44 He hath my order for such interference," said 
the Regent— 4i Has any one been hurt?" 

44 George of Sey ton himself, by Black Ralph Les- 
lie — the 'devil take the rapier that ran not through 
from side to side! Ralph has a bloody coxcomb, by 
a blow from a messan-page whom nobody knew — 
Dick Seyton of Windygowl is run through the arm, 
and two gallants of the Leslies have suffered phlebo- 
tomy. This is all the gentle blood which has been 
spilled in the revel; but a yeoman or two, on both 
sides, have had bones broken and ears cropped. The 
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ostl«xe-wiv*6f who are like to be the oafy taaers by 
their miscarriage, have dragged the knaves off the 
street, and are crying a drunken coronach- over 
them. 97 

u You take it lightly* Douglas^' said the Regent? 
* these broils and feuds would shame the capital of 
the Great Turk, let alone that of a christian and re- 
formed state* Bttt, if I lire, this gear shall be 
amended; and men shall say, when they read my 
story, that if it were my cruel hap to rise to power 
by the dethronement of a sister, I employed it, when 
gained, for the benefit of the commonweal." 

" And of your friends," replied Morton^ " where* 
fore I trust for your instant order annulling the elec- 
tion of thU htrdane Abbot* Edward Gkndiarang," 

" You shall be presently satisfied," and, stepping 
forward, he began to call, " So ho, HyndmanJ" when 
suddenly his eves lighted on Roland Graeme— 44 By 
my faith, Douglas," said he, turning to hn> friend, 
44 here have been three at counsel." 

44 Ay,, but only two can keep counsel/' said Mor- 
ton: " the galliard muat be disposed ok" 

41 For shame, Morton****** orphan boy!— Hearken 
tbee, my chUd— -thou hast told me of some of thy ac- 
eomplishefieate— can-'st tho<& speak truth?" 

44 Ay, my lord, when it serve* my turn," replied 
Grame* 

44 It shall serve thy turn now," said the Regents 
44 and falsehood shall by thy destruction. How mud* 
hast thou heard or understood of what we two have 
spoken together?" 

44 Bet tittle, ray lord," replied Roland Graeme 
boldly, " which met: my apprehension, saving that iff 
seemed to me a% if in something you doubted the 
faith of the Knight: of Avenel, under whose roof E 
was nurtured." 

46 And what hast them tat say on that pointy young 

man£" continued; the, Regent^ bending his eyes upoa 

HmwiAh a keen and. strong eadptfemtot* of ebaet va* 
tien. 



THE ABBO*. $13 

u That,*' said the page, u depends on the quality 
of those who speak against his honour whose bread 
I have long eaten.— if they be my inferiors, I say 
they lie, and will maintain what I say with my bat- 
ton; if my equals, still I say they lie, and will do bat- 
tle in the quarrel, if ffiey list, with my sword; if my 
superiors" — he paused. 

« Proceed boldly/' said the Hegeot^* 4 What, if 
thy superior saM aught that nearly touched your mas- 
ter's honour?" 

** I would say," replied Graeme, " that he did ill 
to slander the abaent, and that my master was a man 
who could render atr account of his actions to any 
one who should manfully demand it of him to his 
face." ' 

" And it were manfuHy said," replied the Re- 
gent—" what thinkst thou* my Lord of Morton?" 

u I think," replied Morton, * 4 that if the young 
galliard resemble a rartain ancient friend of ours, 
as much in the craft of bis disposition as he does in 
eye and in brow, there may be a wide difference be- 
twixt what he means and wliat he speaks." 

u And whom meanest thou that he resembles so 
closely!*' said Murray. 

4t Even the true and trusty Julian Avenel," replied 
Morton. 

-** But thk youth belongs to the Debatable Land," 
said Murray. 

u It may be so; bat Julian was an outlying striker 
oi venison, and made many a far cast when he had -a 
fair doe in chase*" 

4C Pshaw!'? said the Regent, " this is but idle talk 
—Here, thou Hyndman — tbou Curiosity — conduct 
this youth to his companion — You will both," he said 
to Graeme, li keep yourselves in readiness to travel 
on short notice."-— And thjea motioning to him cour- 
teously to withdraw, he broke up the interview. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

It is and is not — 'tis the thing I sought for, 

Have kneePd for, pray'd for, riskM my fame and life for, 

And yet it is not — no more than the shadow 

tJpon the hard, cold, flat, and polish'd mirror, 

fa the warm, graceful, rounded, living substance 

Which it presents in form and lineament. 

Old P-lax. 

The usher, with gravity "-winch ill concealed sr 
jealous scpwl, conducted Roland Graeme to a lower 
apartment, where he found his comrade the falconer. 
The man of office then briefly acquainted them that 
this would be their residence till his grace's further 
orders; that they were to go to the pantry, to the 
buttery, to the cellar, and to the kitchen, at the usual 
hours, to receive the allowances becoming their sta- 
tion,*— instructions which Adam Woodcock's old 
familiarity with the court made him perfectly un- 
derstand — tt For your beds," he said, " you mus£ 
go to the hostelrie of Saint Michael's, in respect the 
palace is now full of the domestics of the greater 
nobles." 

No sooner was the usher's back turned than Adam 
exclaimed, with all the glee of eager curiosity, u And 
now, Master Roland, the news — the news— come, 
unbutton thy pouch, and give us thy tidings — What 
says the Regent? asks he for Adam Woodcock?—- 
and is all soldered up, or must the Abbot of Unrea- 
son strap for it?" 

u All is well in that quarter," said the page;*" and 
for the rest— -But, hey-day, what, have you taken the 
chain and medal off from my bonnet?" 

" And meet time it was, when yon usher, vinegar- 
faced rogue that he is, began to inquire what popish- 
trangram you were wearing — By the mass, the metal 
would have been confiscated for conscience- sake, like 
jour other rattle-trap yonder at Avenel, whicji Mrs. 
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Lilias bears about on her shoes in the guise of a pair 
of shoe-buckles-~-This comes of carrying jx>pish aick- 
nackets about you." 

<fc The jade!" exclaimed Roland Graeme, i4 has she 
melted doirn my rosary into buckles lor -her clumsy 
hoofs, which will become such a $annish weH nigh 
as well as a cow's mtght-r-Biit, hang her, let her keep 
them*~many a dog's trick have I played old Lilias, 
for want of having aomethia^ better (to do, and the 
buefcles will serw for a raemettibrattce. Do you re- 
member the verjuice I put into the com&t$, when 
old Wingate and she were to breakfast together oa 
Eaater morning?" 

u In troth do I t Master Roland— the major-domo's 
mouth was as crooked as a hawk's beak for the whole 
rooming afterward, and any other page in your room 
would have tasted the discipline of the porter's lodge 
for it-^»But my lady's favour stood between your 
sihi and many a jerking— Lord send you may be the 
better for her protectionjjn such matters." 

" I am at least -grateful 1 for it, Adam; and I am 
glad you put me in mind of it," 

u Well* but the news, -my young master," said 
Woodcock, a spell me the tidings-r-what are we to 
fly at next?-~what did the Regent say to you?" 

w Nothing that I am to repeat again," said JRoland 
Graeme, shaking hi* head. t 

• u Why, hey-dey," said Adam, " how prudent we,-^ SJJj 
are become all of a sudden^ You have advanced rare- **•** 
ly in brief space, Master Roland. You have weU 
nigh had your broken head, and you have gained 
your gold chain, and you have made an enemy, Mas- 
ter Usher to wit, with his two legs like hawk's perch*- 
es, and you have had audience of the first man in the 
realm, and bear as much mystery in your brow &s 
if you had flown in the court-sky ever since you were , 
hatched.^- 1 -believe, in my. soul, you would run with 
a piece of the egg-shell on your head like the curlieus, 
whom (I would we were after them again) we v 
used to call whaups in the Halidoroe and in its neigh* 
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bourhood.— But sit thee down, boy; Adam Wood- - 
cock was never the lad to seek to enter into forbid- 
den secrets— sit thee down, and I will go fetch the 
vi vers — I know the butler and the pantler of old." 

The good-natured falconer set forth upon his er- 
rand, busying himself about procuring their refresh- 
ment; and, during his absence, Roland Graeme aban- 
doned himself to the strange, complicated, and yet 
heart*stirring reflections, to which the events of the 
morning had given rise. Yesterday he was of nei- 
ther mark nor likelihood, a vagrant boy, the atten- 
dant on a relative, of whose *ane judgment he him- 
self had not the highest opinion; but now he had be- 
come, he knew not why, or wherefore, to what ex- 
tent, the custodier, «s the Scottish phrase went, of 
some important state secret, in the safe keeping of 
which the Regent himself was concerned* It did not - 
diminish from, but rather added to the interest of a 
Situation so unexpected, that Roland himself did not 
perfectly understand wherqpi he stood committed by 
the state secrets, in which he had unwittingly become 
participator. On the contrary, he felt like one who 
looks on a romantic landscape, of which lie sees the 
features for the first time, and then obscured with 
n)ist and driving tempest. The imperfect glimpse 
which the eye catches of rocks, trees, and other ob- 
jects aroupd him, adds double dignity to these 
1?\ * vvsbrouded mountains and darkened abysses, of which 
*** the height, depth, and extent, are left to imagina- 
tion. 

But mortals, especially at the well appetized age 
which precedes twenty years, are seldom so much en- 
gaged either.by reaf or conjectural subjects of specu- 
lation but what their earthly wants claim their hour 
of attention. And with many a smile did our hero, 
* so the reader may term htm if he willy hail there-ap- 
pearance of his friend Adam Woodcock, bearing on 
one wooden platter a tremendous portion of boiled 
beef, and on another a plentiful allowance of greens, 
or rather what the Scotch call lang-kaill* A groom 
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followed with bread, salt v and the other means of set- 
ting forth a meal; and when they had both placed on 
the oaken table what they bore in their hands* the 
falconer observed, that since he knew, the court, it 
had got, harder and harder every day to the poor gen- 
tlemen and yeomen retainers, but that now jt was an 
absolute flaying of a flea for the hide and tallow. 
Such thronging to the wicket, and such churlish an- 
swers, and such bare beef-bones, such a. shouldering 
at the buttery-hatch and cellarage, and nought to be 
gained beyond small insufficient single ale, or at best 
with a single straike^ o£ -malt to counterbalance a 
double allowance of water-—", By the mass, though, 
iay young friend," said he, while he saw the food dis- 
appearing fast under Roland's active exertions, .** it 
is riot so well to lament for former times as to take 
the advantage of the present^ else >ve are like to lose 
on both sides." , . 

So saying, Adam Woodcock drew his chair to- 
wards the table, unsheathed his knife, for every one 
carried that minister of festive distribution for him- 
self, and imitated his young companion's ' example, 
who, for the moment had lost bis anxiety for tlfe fu- • 
ture in the eager satisfaction pf an appetite sharpened 
by youth and abstinence. 

In, truth, they made, though the materials were 
{sufficiently simple, a very respectable meal, at the ex- 
pense of the royal allowance; and Adam Woodcock, 
notwithstanding the deliberate censure which he had 
passed on the household beer of the palace, had tak- 
4?n the fourth deep draught of the black jack ere he 
remembered him that he had spoken in its dispraise* 
Flinging himself jollily and luxuriously back in an 
old danske elbow-chair, and looking with a careless 
■ v glee towards the page, extending at the same time 
his right legy and stretching the other easily over it, 
he reminded his companion that he had not yet heard 
the ballad which he had made for the Abbot of Un- 
reason's revel. And accordingly he struck merrily 
up with < 
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cr The Pope, that pagan full of pride, 
Has blinded u* full hmg"— 

Roland Graeme, who felt no great delight, as may 
be supposed, in the falconer's satire, considering its 
subject, began to snatch up his mantle, and fling it 
around his shoulders, an aetion which instantly in- 
terrupted the ditty of Adam Woodcock. 

u Where the vengeance are you going now," he 
said, u thou restless boy?— Thou hast quicksilver in 
the veins of thee to the certainty, and can'st no more 
abide any douce and sensible communing than a 
hoodless hawk would keep perched on my wrist!" 

" Why Adam," replied the page, 4 * if you must 
needs know, I am about to , take a walk and look at 
this fair city. One may as well be still mewed up 
in the old castle of the lake, if one is to sit the live- 
long night between four stone walls, and hearken to 
old ballads." 

rt It is a new ballad— the Lord help thee!" replied 
Adam, " and that one of the best that ever was 
matched with a rousing chorus." 

' fc Be it so," said the page, fc4 1 will hear it another 
day, when the rain is dashing against the windows, 
and there is neither steed stamping, nor spur jingling, 
nor feather waving in the neighbourhood, to mar my 
marking it well. But, even now, I want to be in the 
world, and to look about me." 

** But the never a stride shall you go without 
me," said the falconer, •** until the Regent shall take 
you whole and sound off my hand; and so, if you wiU, 
we may go to the hostelry of Saint Michael's, and 
there you will see company enough, but through the 
casement mark you me; for as to rambling through 
the street to seek Seytons and Leslies^ and having a 
dozen holes drilled in your new jacket witli rapier 
and poniard, I wilt yield no way to it." < 

u To the hostelry -of Saint Michael's then, with all 
my heart," said the page; and they left the palace ac- 
cordingly, rendered to the sentinels at the gate, who 
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had now taken their posts for the evening, a strict 
account of their names and business, were dismissed 
through a small wicket ^of the close-barred portal, 
and soon reached the inn or hostelry of Saint Mi- 
chael, Which stood in a large court-yard, off the main 
street, close under the descent of the Calton hill. 
The place, wide, waste, and uncomfortable, resem- 
bled rather an Eastern caravansery, where men found 
shelter indeed, but were obliged to supply themselves 
witK every thing else, than one of our modern inns, 

Where not one comfort shall to those be lost, 
Who never aak^ or never-feel, the co9t. 

But still to the inexperienced eye of Roland 
Graeme^ the bustle and confusion of this place of pub- 
lic resort, furnished excitement and amusement. In 
the large room, into which they had rather found 
their own way than been ushered by mine host, tra- 
vellers and natives of the city entered and departed, 
met and v greeted, gamed or drank together, regard- 
less of each other's presence, forming the strongest 
contrast to the stern and monotonous order and si- 
lence with which matters were conducted in the; 
well-ordered household of the Knight of A venel. 
Altercation of every kind, from brawling to?jesting, 
was going on amongst the groups around them, and 
yet the noise and mingled voices seemed to disturb 
no one, and indeed to be noticed by no others than 
by those who composed the group to which the 
speaker belonged. 

The falconer passed through the apartment to a 
projecting latticed window, which formed a sort of 
recess from the room itself; and having here ensconc- 
ed himself and his companion, he called for some re- 
fresh ments; and a tapster,- after he had shouted for 
the twentieth time, accommodated him with the re- 
mains of a cold capon and a neat's tongue; together 
with a pewter stoup of weak French vin-de-pais.— - 
«* Fetch a stoup of brandy- wine, thou knave*--*Wc will 
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be jolly to night, Master Roland/' said he, when he 
saw himself thus accommodated, u and let care come 
to-morrow." 

„ But Roland had eaten too lately to enjoy the good 
cheer, and feeling his curiosity much sharper than 
his appetite, he made it his choice to look out of the 
lattice, which overhung a large yard, surrounded by 
the stables of the hostelry, and fed his eyes on the busy 
sight beneath, while Adam Woodcock, after he had 
compared his companion to the u Laird of Macfar-_ 
lane's geese, who liked their play better thaw their 
meat," disposed of hU time with the aid of cup and 
trencher, occasionally hamming the burthen of his 
birth- strangled ballad, and beating time to it with his 
-Sogers on the little round' table. In this exercise he 
was frequently interrupted by the exclamations of his 
companion, as he saw something new m the yard be- 
neath, to attract and interest him. 

It was a busy scene, for the number of gentlemen 
and nobles who were now crowded mto the city, had 
filled all spare stables and places of public reception 
with their horses «and military attendants. There 
were some score of yeomen, dressing their own or 
their masters' horses in the yard, whistling, singing, 
laughing, and upbraiding each other in a style of wit 
which the good order of Avenel Castle rendered 
strange to Roland Graeme'* ears. Others were busy 
repairing their own arms, t>r cleaning those of their 
masters. One fellow having just bought a bundle of 
twenty spears, was sitting in a corner, employed in 
painting the white handles of the weapons with yel- 
low and vermillion. Other lacqueys led large stag- 
hounds, or wolf-dogs, of noble race, carefully muz- 
zled to prevent accidents to passengers. All came 
and went, mixed together and separated, under the 
delighted eye of the page, whose imagination had 
not even conceived a scene so gaily diversified with 
the objects he had most pleasure in behob&mg; so 
that he was perpetually breaking the quiet reverie 
of honest Woodcock, and the mental progress which 
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he traa making in his dttty,by exclaiming, «*Look 
here, Adam— 3ook at the bonny bay horses-Saint 
Anthony, what a gallant forehand he hath got!— and 
see the goodly gray, which yonder fellow in the 
frieae jacket is dressing as awkwardly as if he had 
jnever touched aught but a cow— I would I were 
nigh him to^ teach him his trackf— And \o you, Adam, 
the gay Milan' armour that the yeoman is scouring^ 
alt steel and stiver, like our Knight's prime suit, of 
which ok! Wiagate makes such account — And see 
-Ho yonder pretty wench, Adam, who comes tripping 
through them all with her milk pail — I warrant me 
she has had a long walk from the loaning; she has a 
stammel waistcoat, like your favourite Cissry Sun- 
derland, Master Adam." 

44 By my hood, lad," answered the falconer, 4l it is 
well for thee thou wen brought up where grace grew. 
Even in the Castle of Avenel thou wen a wift$-bk>od 
enough, but hadst thou been nurtured here, wkhin 
a flight shot of tlte court, thou hadst been the veri- 
est crack-hemp of a page that ever wore a feather hi 
thy bonnet or steel by thy side:; truly, I wish h may 
end well with thee."' 

44 Nay, but leave thy senseless hamm«ig and drum* 
i*xing > oM Adam, and come to the window ere thou 
hast drenched thy senses iw the pint pot there. See 
here conies a merry nmretrel with his crowd, and a 
wench with him, that dances with bells at her ankles; 
and see, the yeomen and the pages leave their horses 
aedthe armour they were cleaning, and 1 gather round, 
• as wvevy natural, to hear the music. Come, old 
Adam, we will thither too." 

^Tfem *hall? call me cutt if I do go down,*' said 
Ada**; u yon* are near as good minstretey as he can 
make, if you hadf the grace to listen to it." 

4t But the wench in the stammel wairstcosrt h atopv 
pmg too* Adam— by heaven*, they are going to dante. 
ffeieae-jacket wants to dance with stammel- waistcoat j 
She i« coy and recusant." 

Then suddenly changing his tone of levity into t>ne 
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of deep interest and surprise, he exclaimed, u Queen 
of Heaven! what is it that I see!" and then remained 
silent." 

The sage Adam Woodcock, who was in a sort of 
languid degree amused with the page's exclamations* 
even while he professed to despise them, became at 
length rather desirous to set his tongue once more a 
going, that he might enjoy the superiority afforded 
by his own intimate familiarity with all the circum- 
stances which excited in his young companion's 
mind so much wonderment. 

44 Well then," he said at last, " what is it you do 
see, Master Roland, that you have become mute all 
of a sudden," 

Roland returned no answer. 

44 I say, Master Roland Graeme," said the falcon- 
er, " it is manners in my country for a man to speak 
when he is spoken to." 

Roland Graeme remained silent. 

u The murrain is in the boy," said Adam Wood- 
cock, u he has stared out his eyes and talked his 
tongue to pieces, I think." 

The falconer hastily drank off his can of wine, and 
came to Roland, who stood like a statue, with his 
eyes eagerly bent on the court-yard, though Adam 
Woodcock was unable to detect amongst the merry 
scene which it exhibited aught that could deserve 
such devoted attention. 77 . 

u The lad is mazed!" said the falconer to himself. 

But Roland Graeme had good reasons for his sur- 
prise, though they were not such as he could com- 
municate to his companion. 

The touch of the old man's instrument, for he had 
already begun to play, had drawn in several auditors 
from the street, when one entered the gate of the 
yard, whose appearance exclusively arrested the at- 
tention of Roland Graeme. He was of his own age, 
or a good deal younger, and from his dress and bear- 
ing might be of the same rank and calling, having 
aU the air of coxcombry and pretension, which ac- 
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horded with a handsome though slight and low figure, 
and an elegant dress, in part hid by a large purple 
cloak. As he entered, he cast a glance up towards 
the windows, and to his extreme astonishment, under 
the purple velvet bonnet and white feather, Roland 
recognised the features so deeply impressed on his 
memory v the bright and clustered tresses, the laugh- 
ing full blue eyes, the well-formed eye* brows, the 
nose, with the slightest possible inclination to be 
aquiline, the ruby lip, of which* an arch and half sup- 
pressed smile seemed the habitual expression — in 
short, the form and face of Catherine Seyton, in 
man's attire, however, and mimicking, as it seemed, 
not unsuccessfully, the bearing of a youthful, but for- 
ward page. 

"Saint George and Saint Andrew!" said the as- 
tonished Roland Graeme to himself, u was there ever 
such an audacious quean! — she seems a little asham- 
ed of her mummery too, for she holds the lap of her 
cloak to her face and her colour is heightened— ^-but, 
Santa Maria, how she threads the throng, with as 
firm and^ bold a step as if she had never tied petti- 
coat round her waist — Holy saints! she holds up her 
riding-rod as if she would lay it about some of their 
ears, that stand most in her way — by the hand of my 
father, she bears herself like the very model of page- 
hood.— 'Hey! what! sure she will not strike frieze- 
jacket in earnest." But he was not long left in doubt; 
for the lout whom he bad before repeatedly noticed, 
standing in the way of the bustling page, and main- 
taining his place with clownish obstinacy or stupidity, 
the advanced riding-rod was, without a moment's 
hesitation, sharply applied to his shoulders, in a man- 
ner which made him spring aside, rubbing the part 
of the body which had received so unceremonious a 
hint that it was in the way of his betters. The par- 
ty injured growled forth an oath or two 6f -indigna- 
tion, and Roland Graeme began to think of flying 
down stairs to the assistance of the translated Cathe- 
rine; but the laugh of the yard was against frie^e- 
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jacket, which indeed had, in these days, small chance 
of fair play in a quarrel with velvet and embroidery; 
so that the fellow, who was a menial in the inn, slunk 
back to finish his task of dressing the bonny gray, 
laughed at by all, but most by the wench in the stam- 
mel-waistcoat, his fellow-servant, who, to crown his 
disgrace, had the cruelty to cast an applauding smile 
upon the author of the injury, while, with a freedom 
more like the milkmaid of the town than she of the 
plains, she accosted him with — u Is there any one 
you want here, my pretty gentleman, that you seem 
in such haste?" 

44 1 seek a sprig of a lad/' said the seeming gal- 
lant, " with a sprig of holly in his cap, black hair 
and black eyes, green jacket, and the air of a coun- 
try coxcomb — I have sought him through every 
close and alley in the Canongate, the fiend gore him!" 

44 Why, God* a- mercy, Nun!" muttered Roland 
Graeme, much bewildered. 

"I will inquire him presently out, for your- fair 
young worship," said the wench of the inn. 

u Do," said the- gallant squire, u and if you bring 
roe to him, you shall have a groat to night, and a kiss 
on Sunday, when you have on a cleaner kirtle." 

44 Why God-a mercy, Nun!" again muttered Ro- 
land, u this is a note above £ La." 

In a moment after the servant entered the room, 
and ushered in the object of his surprise. 

While the disguised vestal looked with unabashed 
brow, and bold and rapid glance of her eye, through 
the various parties in the large old room, Roland 
Graeme, who felt an internal awkward sense of bash- 
ful confusion, which he deemed altogether unwor- 
thy of the bold and dashing character to which h* 
aspired, determined not to be brow-beaten and put 
down by this singular female, but to meet her witib 
a glance of recognition so sly, so penetrating, so Ex- 
pressively humorous, as should show her at once hi 
was in possession of her secret and master of her fate, 
and should compel her to humble herself towards 
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him, at least into the look and manner of respectful 
and deprecating observance* 

This was extremely well planned; but just as Ro- 
land had called op the knowing glance, the suppress* 
ed smile, the shrewd intelligent look, which was ta 
ensure his triumph, he encountered the bold, firm, 
and steady gaze of his brother or sister«page, who, 
casting on him a falcon glance, and recognising him 
at once as the object of his search, walked up with 
the most unconcerned look, the most free and un- 
daunted composure, and hailed htm with 4t You, Sir 
Holly-top, I would speak with you." 

The steady coolness and assurance with which 
these words were- uttered, although the voice was 
the very voice he had heard at the old convent, and 
although the features more nearly resembled those of 
Catherine when seen close than when viewed from a 
distance, produced, nevertheless, such a confusion in 
Roland's mind, that he became, uncertain whether he 
was not still under a mistake from the beginning; the 
knowing shrewdness which should have an inflated 
his visage faded into a sheepish baghfulness, and the 
half suppressed but most intelligible smile, became 
the senseless giggle of one who laughs to cover his 
own disorder of ideas. 

4t Do they understand a Scotch tongue in thy coun- 
try, Holly-top?" said this marvellous specimen of 
metamorphosis. u I said I would speak with thee." 

44 What is your business with my comrade, my 
young chick of the game?" said Adam Woodcock, 
willing to step in to his companion's assistance, 
though totally at a loss to account for the sudden 
disappearance of all Roland's usual smartness and 
presence of mind. 

44 Nothing to you, my old cock of the perch," re- 
plied the gallant; u go mind your hawk's castings. I 
guess by your bag and your gauntlet that you are 
squire of the body to a sort of kites." 

He laughed as he spoke, and the kugh reminded 
Rotond so irresistibly of the hearty fit of risibility ^ 
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in which Catherine had indulged at his expense 
when they first met at the old nunnery, that he could 
scarce help exclaiming, " Catherine Seyton, by hea- 
vens!"— He checked the exclamation, however, and 
enly said, " I think sir, we two are not totally stran- 
gers to each other." 

44 We must have met in our dreams, then," said 
the youth; u and my days are too busy to remember 
what I think at nights." 

41 Or apparently to remember upon one d^y those 
whom you may have seen on the preceding eve," 
said Roland Graeme. 

The youth in his turn cast on him a look of some 
surprise, as he replied, u I know no more of what you 
mean than does the horse I ride on — if there be of- 
fence in your words, you shall find me as ready to 
take it as any lad in Lothian." 

u You know well," said Roland, " though, if it 
pleases you to use the language of a stranger, that 
with you I can have no purpose to quarrel." . 

44 Let me do mine errand then, and be rid of you," 
said the page. " Step hither this way, out of that old 
leathern fist's hearing." 

They walked into the recess of the window, which 
Roland had left upon the youth's entrance into the 
apartment. The messenger then turned his back t>n 
the company, after casting a hasty and sharp glance 
around to see if they were observed. Roland did the 
same, and the page in the purple mantle thus address- 
ed him, taking at the same time from under his cloak 
a short but beautifully wrought sword, with the hilt 
and ornaments upon the sheath of silver, massively 
chased and over-gilded. — u I bring you this weapon 
from a friend, who gives it you under the solemn con- 
dition, that you will not unsheath it until you are 
commanded by your rightful sovereign. For your 
warmth of temper is known, and the presumption 
with which you intrude yourself into the quarrels of 
others; and, therefore, this is laid upon you as a pe- 
nance by those who wish you well, and whose hand 
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will influence ybur destiny for good of fot evil. This 
is what I was charged to tell you. So if you trill give 
si fair word for a fair swotd, and pledge your pro- 
mise, with hand and glove, good and well; and if ngt, 
I will carry back Calibufri to those who sent it." 

<c And may I not ask who these arei'* said Roland 
Gfs&me, admiring at the same time; the beauty of thev 
weapon thus offered him. 

44 My commission in no way feacfs me to anWef 
such a question," said he of the purple mantle. 

"But if I am offended," said Roland, i4 may I not 
draw to defend myself?" 

44 Not this weapon," answered the aword-beater; 
** but you have your own at command, and, besides, 
for what do you wear your poniard?" 

4< For no good," said Adam Woodcock, who had 
now approached close to them; u and that I can wit- 
ness as well as any one." 

u Stand back* fellow," said the messenger; 44 thou 
hast an intrusive curious face, that will come by a 
buffet if it is found where it has no concern." 

44 A buffet, my young Master Malapert," said 
Adam, drawing back however; 44 but keep down fist, 
or, by Our Lady, buffet will beget buffet?" 

44 Be patient,' Adam Woodcock," said Roland 
Graeme; — 44 and let me pray you, fair sir, since by 
such addition you chuse for the present to be ad- 
dressed, may I not barely unsheath this fair weapon, 
in pure simplicity jof desire to know whether so fair 
a hilt and scabbard are matched with a befitting 
blade?" 

44 By no manner of means," said the messenger; 
44 at a word, you must take it under the promise 
that you never draw it until you receive the com- 
mands of your lawful sovereign, or you must leave 
it alone." 

44 Under that condition, and coming from your 
friendly hand, I accept of the sword," said Roland, 
taking it from his hand, a but credit me, that if we 
are to work together in any weighty empriSe, as I am 
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induced to believe, some confidence and openness on. 
your part will be necessary to give the right impulse 
to my zeal— I press for no more at present, it is 
enough that you understand me." 

*"** F understand you!" said the page, exhibiting the 
appearance of unfeigned surprise in his turn, — u Re- 
nounce me if I do-— here you stand jiggetting, and 
sniggling, and looking cunning, as if there were some 
mighty matter of intrigue and common understand- 
ing betwixt you and me, whom you never set your 
eyes on before!"- 

u What!" said Roland Graeme, u will you deny 
that we have met before?" 

u Marry that I will, in any Christian court," said 
the other page. 

u And will you also deny," said Roland, " that it 
was recommended to us to study each other's fea- 
tures well, that in whatsoever disguise the time 
might impose upon us, each should recognise in the 
other the secret agent of a mighty work? Do not you 
remember, that sister Magdalen and Dame Brid- 
get" 

The messenger here interrupted him, shrugging 
up his shoulders with a look of compassion, "Brid- 
get and Magdalen! why this is madness and dream- 
ing. Hark ye, master Holly-top, your wits are gone 
on wool-gathering; comfort yourself with a caudle, 
thatch your brain-sick noddle with a woollen night-cap x 
and so God be with you." 

As he concluded this polite parting address, Adam 
Woodcock, who was again seated by the table on 
which stood the now empty can; said to him, " Will 
you drink a cup, young man, in the way of courtesy, 
now you have done your errand, and listen to a good 
song?" and without waiting for an answer, he com- 
menced his ditty,— 

«• The Pope, that pagan full of pride, 
Hath blinded us full long" 

It is probable that the good wine had made some in- 
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novation in the fakonerYbrain, otherwise he would 
have recollected the danger of introducing any thing 
like political or polemical pleasantry into a public as- 
semblage, at a time when men's minds were in a state 
of great irritability. To do him justice, he perceiv- 
ed his error, and stopped short so soon as he saw that 
the word pope had at once interrupted the separate 
conversations of the various parties which were assem- 
bled in the apartment; and that many began to draw 
themselves up,' bridle, look big, and prepare to take part 
in the impending brawl; while others, more decent 
and cautious persons, hastily paid down their lawing, 
and prepared to leave the place ere bad should come 
to worse. 

And to worse it was soon likely to come; for no 
sooner did Woodcock's ditty reach the ear of the 
stranger page, than, uplifting his riding-rod, he ex- 
claimed, u He who speaks irreverently of the Holy 
Father of the church in my presence, is the cub of a 
heretic wolf-bitch, and I will switch him as I would 
a mongrel cur." 

" And I will break thy young pate," said Adam, 
44 if thou darest to lift a finger to me." And then in 
defiance of the young Draweahsir's threats, with a 
stout heart and dauntless accent, he again uplifted 
the stave, 

" The Pope, that pagan full of pride, 
Hath blinded" 

But Adam was able to proceed no farther, being 
himself unfortunately blinded by a stroke of the im- 
patient youth's switch across his eyes. Enraged at 
once by the smart and the indignity, the falconer 
started up, and darkling as she was, for his eyes wa- 
tered too fast to permit his seeing any thing, he 
would soon have been at close grips with his insolent 
adversary, had not Roland Graeme, contrary to his 
nature, played for once the prudent man and the 
peace-maker, and thrown himself betwixt thero > im- 
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Storing Woodcock's patience. tt You know not/* 
e said, ** with whom yon have to do.— And thou, 7 ' 
addressing the messenger, who stood scornfully 
laughing at Adam's rage, " get thee gone, whoever 
thou art; if thou be'st what I guess thee, thtHi well 
knowest there are earnest reasons why thou shouldst." 
" Thou hast hit right for once, Holly-top," said 
the gallant, u though I guess you drew your bow at 
a venture.' 9 -— Here, host, let ttus yeoman have a pot- 
tle of wine to wash the smart out of his eyes— and 
there is a French crown for him." So saying, he 
threw the piece of money on the table, and left the 
apartment, with a quick yet steady pace, looking 
firmly at right and left, as if to defy interruption; 
and snapping his fingers at two or three respectable 
burghers, who, declaring it was a shame that any one 
should be suffered to rant and ruffle in defence of the 
Pope, were labouring to find the hilts of their swords, 
which had got for the present unhappily entangled 
in the folds of their cloaks. But, as the adversary 
was gone ere any of them had reached his weapon, 
they did not think it necessary to unsheath cold iron, 
but mertly observed to each other, 4l This is more 
than masterful violence, to see a poor man stricken 
in the face, just for singing a ballad against the whore 
of Babylon. If the Pope's champions are to be 
bangsters in our very cjiange- houses, we shall soon 
have the old shavelings back again."'' 

4fc The provost should look to it," said another, 
" and have some five or six armed with partizans, 
to come in upon the first whistle, to teach these gal- 
lants their lesson. For, look you, neighbour Lug- 
leather, it is not for decent householders like our- 
selves to be brawling with the godless grooms and 
pert pages of the nobles, that are bred up to* little else 
save bloodshed and blasphemy." 

rt For all that, neighbour," said Lugleather, " I 
would have curried that youngster as properly as 
ever I curried a lamb's hide, had not the hilt of my 
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bilbo been for the instant beyond my grasp; arid be- 
fore I could turn my girdle, gone was my master." 
" Ay," said the others t u the devil go with him, 
and peace abide with us — I give my rede, neigh- 
bours, that we pay the lawing, and be stepping home- 
ward, like brother and brother; for old Saint Giles's 
is tolling curfew, and the street grows dangerous at 
night." 

With that the, good burghers adjusted their cloaks, 
and prepared for their departure, while he that seem- 
ed the briskest of the three, laying his hand on his 
Andrea Ferrara, observed, u that they that spoke in 
praise of the Pope on the High-gate of Edinburgh, 
had best bring the sword of Saint Peter to defend 
them." 

While the ill^humour, excited by the insolence of 
the young aristocrat was thus e vaporating v in empty 
menace, Roland Graeme had to control the far more 
serious indignation of Adam Woodcock. " Why, 
man, it was but a switch across the mazzard— blow 
your nose, dry your eyes, and you will see all the 
better for it." 

** By this light, which I can not see," said Adam 
Woodcock, u thou hast been false friend to me, young 
man — 'neither taking up my rightful quarrel, nor let- 
ting me fight it out myself." 

" Fye for shame, Adam Woodcock," replied the 
youth, determined to turn the tables on him, and be- 
come in turn the counsellor of good order and 
peaceable demeanour — u I say fye for shame! — Alas, 
that you will speak thus! Here are you sent with me, 
to prevent my innocent youth getting into snares—" 

44 >I wish your innocent youth were cut short with 
a halter, with all my heart," said Adam, who began 
to see which way the admonition tended. 

" — And instead of setting before me," continued 
Roland, " an example of patience and sobriety be- 
coming the falconer of Sir Halbert Glen dinning, you 
quaff me off I know not how many flagons of ale, he- 
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sides a gallon of wine, and a full measure of strong 



waters," 



" It was but one poor pottle," said poor Adam, 
wh<fm consciousness now reduced to a merely defen- 
sive warfare. 

44 It was enough to pottle you handsomely, how* 
ever," said the page— 44 And then, instead of going 
to bed to sleep off your liquor, must you sit singing 
jrour roistering songs about popes and pagans, till you 
have got your eyes almost switched out of your head; 
and but for my interference, whom your drunken 
ingratitude accuses of deserting yoo, yon gailiard 
would have cut your throat, for he was whipping out 
a whinger as broad as my hand and as sharp as a 
razors — And these are lessons for an inexperienced 
youth! — Oh Adam! out upon you! out upon you!" 

41 Marry, amen, and with all my heart," said 
Adam; (4 out upon my folly for expecting any thing 
but impertinent raillery from a page like thee r that 
if he saw his father in a scrape, would laugh at him 
instead of lending him aid." 

44 Nay, but I will lend you aid," said the page, 
still laughing, u that is, I will lend thee aid to thy 
chamber, good Adam, where thou shah sleep off 
wine and ale, ire and indignation, and awake the 
next morning with as much fair wit as nature hat 
blessed thee withal. Only one thing I will warn thee, 
good Adam, that henceforth and forever, when thou 
railest at me for being somewhat hot at hand, and 
rather too prompt to out with poniard or so r thy ad- 
monition shall serve as a prologue to the memorable 
adventure of the switching of Saint Michael's." 

With such condoling expressions he got the crest- 
fallen falconer to his bed, and then retired to his 
own pallet, where it was some time ere he could fall 
asleep. If the messenger whom he had seen were 
really Catherine Seyton, what a masculine virago 
and terrjiagant must she be f and stored with what 
an inimitable command of insolence and assurance! 
—The brass on her brow would furbish the front of 
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twenty pages, and I should know, thought Roland, 
what that amounts to — And yet, her features, her 
look, her light gait, her laughing eye, the art with 
which she disposed the mantle to show no more of 
her limbs than needs must he seen — I am glad she 
had at least that grace left — the voice, the smile— it 
must have been Catherine Seyton, or the devil in 
her likeness. One thing is good, I have silenced 
the eternal predications of that ass, Adam Wood- 
cock, who has set up for being a preacher and a go- 
vernor over me, so soon as he has left the hawks' 
mew behind him. 

And with this comfortable reflection, joined to the 
happy indifference which youth' hath for the events 
of the morrow, Roland Graeme fell fast asleep. 



CHAPTER XX. 

Now have you reft from me my staff, my guide, 
Who taught my youth, as men teach untamed falcons, 
To U9e my strength discreetly — I am reft 
Of comrade and of counsel. 

> Olb Plat. 

In the gray of the next rooming's dawn there was 
a loud knocking at the gate of the hostelry; and those 
without, proclaiming that they came in the name of 
the Regent, were instantly admitted* A moment or 
two afterwards, Michael Wing-the-wind stood by 
die bed-side of our travellers. 

44 Up! up!" he said, ** there is no slumber where* 
Murray hath work ado." 

Both sleepers sprung up, and began to dress them- 
selves* 

44 You, old friend," said Wing-the-wind to Adam 
Woodcock, M mast to horse instantly, with this 
packet to the monks of Kennaquhair; and with this, 9 * 
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delivering them as he spoke, u to the Knight of A ve- 
nd." 

u As much as commanding the monks to annul 
their election, I'll warrant me, of an Abbot," quoth 
Adam Woodcock, as he put the packets into his bag, 
" and charging my master to see it done— To hawk 
at one brother with another, is less than fair play, 
methinks." 

u Fash not thy beard about it, old boy," said 
Michael, " but betake thee to the saddle presently; 
for if these orders are not obeyed, there will be bare 
walls at the Kirk ol Saint Mary's and it may be at 
the Castle of Avenel to boot; for I heard my Lord 
of Morton loud with the Regent, and we are at a pass 
that we can not stand with him apent trifles." 

*' But," said Adam, u touching the Abbot of Un- 
reason — what say they to that outbreak?— An they 
be shrewishly disposed, I were better pitch the 
packets to Satan, and take the other side of the Bor- 
der for my bield." 

u O, that is passed over as a jest, since there was 
little harm done— But hark thee, Adam, continued 
his comrade, 4i if there was a dozen vacant abbacies 
in your road, whether of jest or earnest, reason or 
unreason, draw thou never one of their mitres over 
thy brows— -The time is not fitting, man? — besides, 
our Maiden* longs to clip the neck of a fat church- 



man." 



"She 6hall never sheer mine in that capacity," 
said the falconer, while he knotted the kerchief in 
two or three double folds around his sun-burnt bull- 
neck, calling out at the same time," Master Roland, 
Master Roland, make haste! we must back to perch 
and mew, and thank heaven, more than our own wit, 
with our bones whole, and without a stab in the sto- 
mach." 

u Nay, but," said Wing-the-wind, " the page goes 

* The name of an instrument for the execution of criminal*, 
somewhat like the guillotine. * 
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not back with you, the Regent has other employment 
for him." 

44 Saints and sorrows!" exclaimed the falconer—* 
44 Master Roland Graeme to remain here, and I to re- 
turn to Avenel!— Why it can not be— the child can 
not manage himself in this wide world without me, 
and I question if he will stoop to any other whistle 
than mine own; there are times I myself can hardly 
bring him to my 4ure." 

It was at Roland's tongue's end to say something 
concerning the occasion they had for using mutually 
each ofhex's prudence, but the real anxiety whicty 
Adam evinced at parting with him, took away his dis- 
position to such ungracious raillery. The falconer 
did not altogether escape, however, for, in turning his 
face towards the lattice, his friend Michael caught a 
glimpse of it, and exclaimed, u I pr'ythee, Adam. 
Woodcock, what hast thou been doing with these 
eyes of thine? They are swelled to the starting from 
thehooU" 

" Nought in the world," said he, after casting a 
deprecating glance at Roland Graeme, u but the ef- 
fect of sleeping in this d d truckle, without a 

pillow." 

44 Why Adam Woodcock, thou art grown strange- 
ly dainty, 9 ' said his old companion; " I have known 
thee sleep all night with no better pillow than a bush 
of ling, and start up with the sun, as glegg as a fal- 
con; and now thine eyes resemble" 

44 Tush, man, what signifies how mine eyes look 
now?" said Adam — 44 let us but roast a crab-apple, 
pour a pottle of ale on it, and bathe our throats withal, 
thou shalt see a change in me." 

44 And thou wilt be in heart to sing thy jolly bal- 
lad, about the pope," said his comrade. 

44 Ay, that I will," replied the falconer, "that is, 
when we have left this quiet town five miles behind 
us, if you will take your hobby and ride so far on my 
way." 

44 Nay, that I may not," said Michael—" I can but 
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stop to partake your morning's draught, and see you 
fairly to horse — I will see that they saddle them, and 
toast the crab for thee, without loss of time." 

During his absence the falconer took the page by 
the hand — "May I never hood hawk again," said the 
good-natured fellow, " if I am not as sorry to part 
with you as if you were a child of mine own, craving 
pardon for the freedom — I can not tell what makes me 
love you so much, unless it be for the reason that I 
loved the vicious devil of a brown galloway nag, 
which my master the knight called Satan, till Master 
Warden changed his name to Seyton: for, he said, it 
was over boldness to call a beast alter the Ktn£ of 
Darkness" 

" And," said the page, " it was over boldness in 
him, I trow, to call a vicious brute after a noble fa- 
mily." 

a Well," proceeded Adam, " Seyton or Satan, I 
loved that nag over every other horse in the stable 
—There was no sleeping on his back — he was for* 
ever fidgetting, bolting, rearing, biting, kicking, and 
giving you work to do, and may be the measure of 
your back on the heather to the boot of it all. And 
I think I love you better than any lad in the castle 
for the self- same qualities." 

u Thanks, thanks, kind Adam* I hold myself 
bound to you for the good estimation in which you 
hold me." 

u Nay, interrupt me not," said the falconer— "Sa- 
tan was a good nag — But I say I think I shall call 
the two eyasses after you, the one Roland, and the 
other Graeme; and while Adam Woodcock lives, be 
sure you have a friend — Here is to thee, my dear 
sori." 

Roland most heartily returned the grasp of the 
hand, and Woodcock, having taken a deep draught, 
continued his farewell speech. 

" There are three things I warn you against, Ro- 
land, now that you are to' tread this weary world 
without my experience to assist you. In the first 
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place, never draw dagger on slight occasion— every 
man's doublet is not so well stuffed as a certain ab- 
bot's that you wot pf. Secondly, fly not at every 
pretty girl like a merlin at a thrush — you will not 
always win a gold chain for your labour — and, by the- 
way, here I return to you your fanfarona— keep it 
close, it is weighty, and may benefit you at a pinch 
more ways than one. Thirdly, and to conclude, as 
our wbrthy preacher says, beware of the pottle pot- 
it has drenched the judgment of wiser men than you. 
I could bring some instances of it, but I dare say it 
needeth not; for if you should forget your own mis- 
haps, you will scarce fail to remember mine — And 
so farewell, my dear son!" 

Roland returned his good wishes, and failed not 
to send his humble thity to his kind Lady, charging 
the falconer, at the same time, to express his regret 
that he should have offended her, and his determi- 
nation so to bear him in the world, that she would 
not be ashamed of the generous protection sfee had 
afforded him." 

- The falconer embraced his young friend, mounted, 
his stout, round-made, trotting nag, which the serv- 
ing m£n, who had attended him, held ready at the 
door, and took the road to the southward. A sullen 
. and heavy sound echoed from the horse's feet, as if 
indicating the sorrow of the goed natured rider. 
Every hoof-tread seemed to tap upon Roland's heart 
as he heard his comrade withdraw with so little of 
his, usual alert activity, and felt that he was once 
more alone in the world. 

He was roused from his reverie by Michael Wing- 
the-wind, who reminded him that it was necessary 
they should instantly return to the palace, as ray 
Lord Regent went to the Sessions early in the morn- 
ing. They went thither accordingly, and Wing-thc 
wind, a favourite old domestic, who was admitted near- 
er to the Regent's person and privacy, than many whose 
posts were more ostensible, soon introduced Graeme 
into a small matted chamber, where he had an au4i* 
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ence of the present head of the troubled State of Scot- 
land. The Earl of Murray was clad in a sad-co- 
loured morning-gown, with a cap and slippers of the 
same cloth, but even in this easy dishabille, held his 
sheathed rapier in his hand, a precaution which he 
adopted when receiving strangers, rather in compli- 
ance with the earnest remonstrances of his friends and 
partisans, than from any personal apprehensions of 
his own. He answered with a silent nod the respect- 
ful obeisance of the page, and took one or two turns 
through the small apartment in silence, fixing his 
keen eye on Roland, as if he wished to penetrate in- 
to his very soul. At length he broke silence. 

<c Your name is, I think, Julian Gra&me*" 

"Roland Graeme, my lord,- not Julian,."- replied 
the page. 

** Right — I was misled by some trick of my me- 
mory— Roland Graeme, from the Debateable Land. 
— Roland, thou knowest the duties which belong to 
a lady's service?" 

*« I should know them, my lord," replied Roland, 
u having been bred so near the person of my lady 
of Avenel; but I trust never more to practise them, 
as the Knight hath promised" ■ 

u Be silent, young man," said the Regent, u I am 
to speak, and you to hear and to obey. It is neces- 
sary that, for some space at least, you shall again 
enter into the service of a lady, who, in rank, hath 
no equal in Scotland; and this service accomplished, 
I give thee my word, as Knight and Prince, that it 
shall open to you a course of ambition, such as may 
well gratify the aspiring wishes of one whom cir- 
cumstances entitle to entertain much higher views 
than thou. I will take thee into my household and 
near to my person, or, at your own choice, I will give 
you the command of a foot-company— either is a pre- 
ferment which the proudest laird in the land might 
be glad to assure to a second son." 

u May I presume to ask, my lord," said Roland, 
observing the Earl paused for a reply % " to whom mv 
poor services are in tVie farsx ^Ya&t ta*£vo&$£" .... 
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tt You will be told hereafter," said the Regent; 
and then, as if overcoming some internal reluctance 
to speak further himself, he added, " or why should 
I not myself tell you, that you are about to enter into 
the service of a most illustrious — most unhappy lady 
-—into the service of Marj of Scotland." 

44 Ofthe Queen, my lord!" said the page, unable 
to repress his surprise. 

" Of her who was the Queen!" said Murray, with 
a singular mixture of displeasure and embarrassment 
in his tone of voice. . 

4 > You must be aware, young man, that her son 
reigns in her stead." 

He sighed from an emotion, partly perhaps natu- 
ral, and partly assumed. 

44 And am I to attend upon her Grace in her place 
of imprisonment, my lord?" again demanded the page, 
with a straight- forward and hardy simplicity, which 
somewhat disconcerted the sage and powerful states* 
fhan. 

44 She is not imprisoned," answered Murray, an- 
grily; 44 God forbid she should— she is only seques- 
trated from state affairs, and from the business of 
the public, until the world be so effectually settled, 
that she may enjoy her natural and uncontrolled free- 
dom, without her royal disposition being exposed 
to the practices of wicked and designing men. It is 
for this purpose," he added, 44 that while she is to be 
furnished,' as right is, with such attendance as may 
befit her present secluded state, it becomes necessary 
that those placed around her are persons on whose 
prudence 1 can have reliance; You see, therefore, 
you are at once called on to discharge an office most 
honourable in itself, and so to discharge it that you 
may make a friend of the Regent of Scotland. Thou 
art, I have been told, a singularly apprehensive youth; 
and I perceive by thy look, that thou doest already 
understand what I would say on this matter. In this 
schedule your particular points of duty are set down 
at length — but the sum required of you is fidelity- 
Si* ' ' ■ 
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I mean fidelity to myself and to the state. You are, 
therefore, to watch every attempt which is made or 
inclination displayed, to open any communication 
with any of the lords who nave become banders in 
the west — with Hamilton, with Seytoitf, with Flem* 
ing, or the like. It isjrue that my gracious sister, 
reflecting upon the ill chances that have happed to 
the state of this poor kingdom, from evil counsellors 
who have abused her royal nature in time past, hath 
determined to sequestrate herself from state affairs 
in future. But it is our duty, as acting for and in 
the name of our infant nephew, to guard against the 
evils which may arise from any mutation of vacilla- 
tion in her royal resolutions. Wherefore it will be 
thy duty to watch, and report to out lady mother* 
whose guest our sister is for the present, whatever 
may infer a disposition to withdraw her person from 
the place of security in which she is lodged, or to 
open communication with those without. If, how- 
ever, your observation should detect any thing of 
weight, and which may exceed mere suspicion, fail 
not to send notice by an especial messenger to me 
directly, and this ring shall be thy warrant to order 
horse and man on such service. — And now begone. 
If there be half the wit in thy head that there is 
apprehension in thy look, thou fully comprehendes* 
all that I would say—- Serve me faithfully, and sure 
as I am belted earl, thy reward shall be great. 

Roland Graeme made an obeisance, and was about 
to depart. 

The Earl signed to him to remain. " I have trust- 
ed thee deeply," tie said. u young man, for thoujirt 
the only one of her suit who has been sent to her by 
my own recommendation. Her gentlewomen are of 
her own nomination — it were too hard to have bar- 
red her that privilege, though some there were who 
reckbned it inconsistent with sure policy. l*hou 
art young and handsome. Mingle in their follies, 
and see they cover not deeper designs under the ap- 
pearance of female levity — if they do mine, do thou 
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countermine. For the rest, bear all decorum and 
respect to the person of thy mistress — she is a prin- 
cess, though a most unhappy one, and hath been a 
queen, though now, alas! no longer such— Pay , there- 
tore, to her all honour and respect, consistent with 
thy fidelity to the King and rpe — and now, farewell* 
-—Yet stay— you travel with Lord Lindesay, a man 
of the old world, rough and honest, though untaught; 
see that thou offend him hot, for he is not patient of 
raillery, and thou, I have heard, art a crack-halter." 
This he said with a smile, then added, * I could have 
wished the Lord Lindesay J s mission had been en- 
trusted to some other and morei gfiuks noble." 

*' And wherefore should you wish that, my lord?*' 
said Morton, who even then entered the apartment; 
u the council have decided for the best— we have had 
but too many proofs of this lady's stubbornness of 
mind, and the oak that resists the sharp steel axe, 
must be riven with the rugged iron wedge. .And this 
is to be her page?-— -My Lord Regent hath doubtless 
instructed you, young man, how you shall guide 
yourself in these matters; I will add but a little hint 
on my part. You are going to the castle of a Doug- 
las, where treachery never thrives— the first moment 
of suspicion will be the last of your life. My kins- 
man, William Douglas, understands, no raillery, and 
if he once have cause to think you false, you will wa- 
ver in the wind from the castle battlements ere the 
sun set upon his anger. — And is the lady to have an 
almoner withal?" 

** Occasionally, Douglas," said the Regent; u it 
were hard to deny the spiritual consolation which 
she thinks essential to her salvation." 

44 You are ever too soft-hearted, my lord — What, 
a false priest to communicate her lamentations, not 
only to our unfriends in Scotland, but to the Guises, 
to Rome, to Spain, and I know not where!" 

u Fear not," said the Regent, " we will take such 
order that no treachery shall happen." 

"Look to it then," said Morton; * you know my 
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mind respecting the wench you have consented she 
shall receive as a waiting- woman — one of a family, 
which, of all others, has ever been devoted to her, 
and inimical to us. Had we not been wary, she 
would have been purveyed of a page as mucji to her 
purpose as her waiting damsel. I hear a rumour that 
an old mad Romish pilgrimer, who passes for at least 
haff a saint among them, was employed to find a fit 
•ubject." 

44 We have escaped that danger at least," said 
Murray, a and converted it into a point of advantage, 
by sending this boy of Glendinning's— and for her 
waiting damsel, you can not grudge her one poor 
maiden instead of her four noble Maries, and all their 
silken train." 

" I care not so much for the waiting maiden," said 
Morton, " but I can not brook the almoner— -I think 
priests of all persuasions are much like each other- 
Here is John Knox, who made such a noble puller- 
down, is ambitious of becoming a setter-up, and. a 
founder of schools and colleges out of the Abbey lands, 
and bishop's rents, and other spoils of Rome, which 
the nobility of Scotland have won with their sword 
and bow, and with which he would now endow new 
hives to sing the old drone." 

44 John is a man of God," said the Regent, 4t and 
his scheme is a devout imagination. 

The sedate smile with which this was spoken, left 
it impossible to conjecture whether the words were 
meant in approbation^ or in derision, of the plan of the 
Scottish Reformer* . Turning then to Roland Graeme, 
as if he thought he had been long enough a witness of 
this conversation, he bade him get him presently to 
horse, since my Lord of Lindesay was already 
mounted. The page made his reverence and left the 
apartment. ^ 

Guided by Michael Wing-the wind, he found his 

horse ready saddled and prepared for the journey in 

front of the palace porch, where hovered about a 

"score of men-at-arms; whose leader showed no small 

symptoms cf surly impatient. 
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" Is this the jackanape page for whom we have 
waited this long?" said he to Wrng-the-wiud. And 
my Lord Ruthveri will reach the castle long before us," 

Michael assented, and added that the boy had been 
detained 'by the Regent to receive soma parting in* 
structions. The leader made an inarticulate sound in 
his throat, expressive of sullen acquiescence, and 
calling to one of his domestic attendants, u Ed ward, n 
said he, ** take the gallant into your charge, and let 
him speak with no one else. T> 

He then addressed, by the title of Sir Robert, an 
elderly and respectable looking gentleman, the only 
one of the party who seemed above the rank of a re- 
tainer or domestic, a^id observed that they must get 
to horse with all speed. 

During this discourse, and while they were riding 
slowly along the street of the suburb, Roland had 
time to examine more accurately the looks and figure 
of the Baron who w*as at their head. 

Lord Lindesay of the Byres was rather touched 
than stricken with years. His upright stature and 
strong limbs stitl showed him full equal to all the ex- 
ertions and fatigues of war. His thick eye-brow^ 
now partially grizzled, lowered over large eyes full 
of dark fire, which seemed yet darker from the un- 
common depth at which they #ere set in his head. 
His features, naturally strong and harsh, had their 
sternness exaggerated by one or two scars received 
in battle. These features, naturally calculated to ex- 
press the harsher passions, were shaded by an open 
steel cap, with a projecting front, but having no visor, 
over the gorget of which fell the' black and grizzled 
beard of the grim old Baron, and totally hid the low- 
er part of his face. The rest of his dress was a loose 
buff-coat, which had once been lined whh silk and 
adprned with embroidery, but which seemed much 
stained with travel, and damaged with cuts, received 
probably in battle. It covered a corslet, which had 
once been of polished steel, fairly gilded, but was now 
somewhat injured with rust. A sword of antique 
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make and uncommon size, framed to be wielded with 
both hands, a kind of weapon which was then begin- 
ning to go out of use, hung from his neck in a bal- 
drick, and was so disposed as to traverse his whole 
person — the huge hilt appearing over his left shoul- 
der, and the point reaching well nigh to the right 
heel, and jarring against his spur as he walked* 
This unwieldy weapon could only be unsheathed by 
pulling the handle over the left shoulder — for no hu- 
man arm wa$ long enough to draw it in the usual 
manner. The whole equipment was that of a rude 
warrior, negligent of his exterior even to misanthropi- 
cal sullenness; and the short,- harsh, haughty tone, 
which he used towards his attendants, belonged to 
the same unpolished character. 

The personage who rode with Lord Lindesay at 
the head of the party, was an absolute contrast to 
him, in manner, form, and features. His thin and 
silky hair was already white, though he seemed not 
above forty-five or fifty years old. Mis tone of voice 
was soft and insinuating — his form thin, spare, and 
bent by a habitual stoop— his pale cheek was expres- 
sive of shrewdness and intelligence — his eye was 
quick though placid, and his whole demeanour mild 
and conciliatory.. He rode an ambling nag, such as 
were used by ladies, clergymen, or others of peaceful 
professions— wore a riding habit of black velvet, 
with a cap and feather of the same hue, fastened up 
by a golden medal— and for show, and as a mark of 
rank rather than for use, carried a walking sword, 
(as the short light rapiers were called) without any 
other arms offensive or defensive. 

The party had now quitted the town, and pro- 
ceeded, at a steady trot, towards the westward. As 
they prosecuted their jpurney, Roland Graeme would 
gladly have learned something of its purpose and 
tendence, but 'the countenance of the personage next 
to whom he had been placed in the train, discouraged 
all approach to familiarity. The Baron himself did 
npt look more grim and inaccessible than his feudal 
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retainer, whose grizzly beard fell over his mouth like 
the portcullis before the gate of a castle, as if for the 
purpose of preventing the escape of any word, of 
which absolute "necessity did not demand the utter- 
ance. JThe rest of the train seemed under the same 
taciturn influence, and journeyed on without a word 
being exchanged amongst them- — more like a troop 
of Carthusian friars than a party of military retain- 
ers. Roland Graeme was surprised at this extremity 
of discipline; for even in the household of the 
Knight of Avenel, though somewhat distinguished 
for the accuracy with which decorum was enforced, 
a journey was a period of license, during which jest 
and song, and every thing within the limits of be- 
coming mirth and pastime, was freely permitted. 
This unusual silence was, ho wever, so far accepta- 
ble, that it gave him time to bring any shadow of 
judgment which he possessed to council on his own 
situation and prospects, which would have appeared 
to any reasonable person in the highest degree dan- 
gerous and perplexing. 

It was quite evident that .he had, through various 
circumstances not under his own control, formed 
contradictory connexions with both the contending 
factions, by whose strife the kingdom was distracted, 
without being properly an adherent of either. It 
seemed also clear, that the same situation in the 
household of the deposed Queen, to which he was 
now promoted by the influence of the Regent, had 
been destined to him by his enthusiastic grandmo- 
ther, Magdalen Graeme; for on this subject, the 
words which Morton had dropped had been a ray of 
light; yet it was no less clear that these two persons, 
the one the declared enemy, the other the enthusias- 
tic votary, of the Catholic religion; — the one at the 
head ot the King's new government, the other, who 
regarded that government as a criminal usurpation, 
must have required and expected very different ser- 
vices from the individual whom they had thus united 
in recommending. It required very little reflection 
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Co foresee that these contradictory claims on his ser- 
vices might speedily place him in a situation where 
his honour as well as his life might be endangered. 
But it was not in Roland Graeme s nature to antici- 
pate evil before it came, or to prepare to combat dif- 
ficulties before they arnved. " I will see tffis beau- 
tiful and unfortunate Mary Stuart," said he, " of 
whom we have heard so much, and then there will 
be time enough to determine whether I will be kings- 
man or queensman. None of them can say I have 
given word or promise to either of their factions; for 
they have led me up and down like a blind Billy,, 
without giving me any light into what I was to do. 
But it was lucky that grim Douglas came into the 
Regent's closet this morning, otherwise I had never 
got free of him without plighting my troth to do all 
the Earl would have me, which seemed v after all, but 
foul play to the poor imprisoned lady, to place her 
page as an espial on her. 9 ' 

Skipping thus lightly over a matter of such conse- 
quence, the thoughts of the hair-brained boy went a 
wool-gathering after more agreeable topics. Now, 
he admired the Gothic fowers of Barnbougle, rising 
from the sea-beaten rock, and overlooking one of the 
most glorious landscapes in Scotland— and now he 
began to consider what notable sport for the hounds 
and the hawks must be afforded by the variegated 
ground over which they travelled — and now he com- 
pared the steady and dull trot at which they were 
then prosecuting their journey, with the delight of 
sweeping over hill and dale in pursuit of his favour- 
ite sports. As, under influence of these joyous re- 
collections, he gave his horse the spur., and made 
him execute a gambade, he instantly incurred the 
censure of his grave neighbour, who hinted to him 
to keep the pace, and move quietly and in order, un- 
less he wished such notice to be taken of his eccen- 
tric movements as was likely to be very displeasing 
to him. 

The rebuke and the restraint under which the 
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youth now found himself, brought back to his recol- 
lection his late good-humoured and accommodating 
associate and guide, Adam Woodcock; and from 
that topic his imagination made a short flight to 
Avenel Castle, to the quiet and unconfined life of its 
inhabitants, the goodness of his early protectress, not 
forgetting the denizens of its stables, kennels, and 
hawk-mews. In a brief space, all these subjects of 
meditation gave way to the remembrance of that rid- 
dle of womankind, Catherine Seyton, who appeared 
before the eye of his mind — now in her female form 
— now i# her male attire — now in both at once — like 
some strange dream, which presents to us the same 
individual under two different characters at the same 
instant. Her mysterious present also recurred to 
his recollection — the sword which he now wore at 
his side, and which he was not to draw, save by com- 
mand of his legitimate Sovereign! But the key of this 
mystery he judged he was likely to find in the issue 
of his present journey. 

With such thoughts passing through his mind, 
Roland Graeme accompanied the party of Lord 
Lindesay to the Queen's-Ferry, which they passed 
in vessels that lay in readiness for them. They en- 
countered no adventure whatsoever in their passage, 
excepting one horse being lamed in getting into the 
boat, an incident very common on such occasions, 
until a few years ago, when the Ferry was complete- 
ly regulated. What was more peculiarly character- 
istic of the olden age, was the discharge of a culverin 
at the party from the battlements of the old castle of 
Rosythe, on the north side of the Ferry, the lord of 
which happened to have some public or private quar- 
rel with the Lord Lindesay, and took this mode of 
expressing his resentment. The insult, however, as 
it was harmless, remained unnoticed and unavenged, 
nor did any thing else occur worth notice until the 
band had come where Lochleven spread its magnifi- 
cent sheet of waters to the beams of a bright sum- 
mer sun. 

vol. i. £2 
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The ancient castle, which occupies an inland near- 
ly in the centre of the lake, recalled to the page that 
of A vend, in which he had been nurtured. But the 
lake was much larger, and adorned "with several 
islets besides that on which the fortress was situated; 
and instead of being embosomed in hills like that of 
Avenel, had upon the southern side only a splendid 
mountainous screen, being the descent of one of the 
Lomond hills, and on the other was surrounded by 
the extensive and fertile plain of Kinross. Roland 
Graeme looked with some degree of dismay on the 
water-girdled fortress, which then, as now, •Dnsisted 
only of one large Donjon-keep, surrounded with a 
court-yard, with two round flanking -towers at the 
angles, which contained within its circuit some other 
buildings of inferior importance. A few old trees 
clustered together, near the castle, gave some relief 
to the air of desolate seclusion; but yet the page, 
while he gazed upon a building so sequestered, could 
not but feel for the situation of a captive Princess 
doomed to dwell there, as well as for his own. I 
must hare been born, he thought, under the star that 
presides over ladies and lakes of water, for I can not 
by any means escape from the service of the one or 
from dwelling in the other. But if they allow me 
not the fair freedom of my sport and exercise, they 
shall find it as hard to confine a wild-drake, as a youth 
who can swim like one. 

The band had now reached the edge of the wa- 
ter, and one of the party advancing, displayed Lord 
Lindesay's pennon, waving it repeatedly to and fro, 
while that Baron himself blew a clamorous blast on 
his bugle. A banner was presently displayed from 
the roof of the castle in reply to these signals, and one 
or two figures were seen busied as if unmooring a* 
boat which lay close to the islet. 

u It will be some time ere they can reach us with 

the boat, 1 ' said the companion of (he Lord Lindesay; 

** should we not do well to proceed to the town, and 

array ourselves in some better order, ere we appear 

Before"- 
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« You may do as you list, Sir Robert," replied 
Lindesay, " I have neither time nor temper to waste 
on such vanities. She has cost me many a hard ride, 
and must not now take offence at the thread-bare 
cloak and soiled doublet that I am arrayed in. It is 
the livery to which she has brought all Scotland." 

" Do not speak so harshly," said Sir Robert; * if 
she hath done wrong, she hath dearly abied it; and in 
losing all real power, one would, not deprive her of 
the little external homage due at once to a lady and 
a princess." 

u I say to you once more, Sir Robert Melville," 
replied Lindesay, u do as you will — for me, I am 
now too old to deck myself as a gallant to grace the 
bower of dames." 

w The bower of dames, my lord!" said Melville, 
looking at the rude old tower—" is it yon dark and 
grated castle, the prison of a captive Queen, to which 
you give so gay a name?" 

" Name it as you list," replied Lindesay; u had 
the Regent desired to send an envoy capable to speak 
to a captive Queen, there are many gajlants in his 
court who would have courted the occasion to make 
speeches out of Amadis of Gaul, or the Mirror of 
Knighthood. But when he sent blunt old Lindesay, 
he knew he would speak to a misguided woman, as 
her former misdoings and her present state render 
necessary. I sought not this employment*— it has 
been thrust upon me; and I will not cumber myself 
with more form in the discharge of it, than needs 
must be tacked to such an occupation." 

So saying, Lord Lindesay threw himself from 
horseback, and, wrapping his riding-cloak around 
him, lay down at lazy length upon the sward to await 
the arrival of the boat, which was now seen rowing 
from the castle toward the shore. Sir Robert Mel- 
ville, who had also dismounted, walked at short turns 
to and fro upon the bank, his arms crossed on his 
breast, often looking to the castle, and displaying in 
Sis countenance a mixture of sorrow and of anxiety* 
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The rest of the party sate like statues on horseback, 
without moving so much as the points of their lances, 
which they held upright in the air. 

As soon as the boat approached a rude quay or 
landing place, near which they had stationed them- 
selves, Lord Lindesay started up from his recumbent 
posture, and asked the person who steered, why he 
had not brought a larger boat with him to transport 
his retinue., 

** So please you," replied the boatman, *« because it 
is the order of our lady* that we bring not to the cas- 
tle more than four persons." 

44 Thy lady is a wise woman," said Lindesay, " to 
suspect me of treachery!— -Or, had I intended it, 
what is to hinder us from throwing you and your 
comrades into the lake, and filling the boat with my 
own fellows?" 

The steersman, on hearing this, made a hasty sig- 
nal to his men to back their oars, and hold off from 
the shore which they were approaching. 

" Why thou ass," sakl Lindesay, w thou didst not 
think that I meant thy fool's head serious harm? 
Hark thee, friend — with fewer than three servants I 
will go no whither— Sir Robert Melville will require 
at least the attendance of one domestic; and it will 
be at your peril and your lady's to refuse us admis- 
sion, come hithtr as we are on matters of great na- 
tional concern." 

The steersman answered with firmness, but with 
great civility of expression, that his orders were po- 
sitive to bring no more than four into the island, buc 
he offered to row back to obtain a rev isal of his orders. 

" Do so, my friend," said Sir Robert Melville, af- 
ter he had in vain endeavoured to persuade his stub- 
born companion to consent to a temporary abatement 
of his train, " row back to the castle, sith it will bt 
no better, and obtain thy lady's orders to transport the 
Lord Lindesay, myself, and our retinue thither," 
- u And heark*n," said Lord Lindesay, "take wi$h 
^you this page who comes as an attendant on your l£ 
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dy'* guest.— Dismount, sirrah," said he addressing 
Roland* " and embark with them in that boat." 

44 And what is to beebmeof my horse?" said Graeme; 
u I am answerable for him to my master." 

" I will relieve you of the charge," said Lindesay; 
" thou wilt have little enow to do with horses for ten 
years to come." 

" If I thought so," said Roland — but he was in- 
terrupted by Sir Robert Melville, who said to him 
good-humouredly, u Dispute it not, young friend- 
resistance can do no good, but may well run thee in- 
to danger." 

Roland Graeme felt the justice of what he said, and, 
though neither delighted with the matter nor manner 
of Lindesay's address, deemed it best to submit to 
necessity, and to embark without further remon- 
strance. The men plied their oars. The quay, with 
the party of horse stationed near it, receded from the 
page's eyes — the castle and the islet seemed to draw 
near in the same proportion, and in a brief space he 
landed under the shadow of a huge old tree which 
overhung the landing-place. The steersman and 
Graeme leaped ashore; the boatmen remained lying on 
their oars ready for further serrrce. 



END OF VOL. I. 
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